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Spring into Bimbo

All Kelsey wanted was a quiet life, a life free of nasty surprises – but the universe doesn’t always give us what we want, does it?

To be fair, though, things had been looking up for her in the last few years. A promotion at work had left her more able to control how much time she spent at the office, and her new apartment, in one of Seattle’s more tranquil neighborhoods, was just what she’d always dreamed of. Every day, she woke up, stepped outside to take in the morning, and then got ready to leave for work. She was always home by six thirty at the latest, leaving plenty of time for a healthy dinner, followed by a glass of warm milk and about thirty minutes of stretching before bed. She slept like a baby for eight hours every night. Really, she couldn’t ask for anything else.

That is…until her pussy started craving more.

It wasn’t that sexual arousal was something new for Kelsey, any more than it would have been for most twenty-five-year-old women, but usually her sexual urges were something small and easily repressed. She rarely dated and hadn’t had a steady boyfriend since college, but all of a sudden it seemed that all of the desire that hadn’t been there for the past few years had come crashing down on her once again.

She found herself looking everywhere for sexual satisfaction. At first, the dildo at the back of her nightstand drawer was enough, just, and she’d ravish herself with it while imagining practically every man in her life. Old boyfriends, her occasional work crushes, even the mail carrier; no one was immune to her imaginary seduction. She even sacrificed some of her sleep on the altar of pleasure, finding that it was more enjoyable to stay up and bring herself to yet another orgasm.

Kelsey’s boss began to take notice. She’d been distracted at work, always looking to steal away right at the stroke of six, and so she was called into his office for a lecture she didn’t pay attention to. Sure, she hadn’t really done anything productive for a week or so now, but that kind of thing just wasn’t interesting to her. What was more interesting was her boss. Yes, he was a pudgy middle-aged man who only cared about his golf game and browbeating his employees, but he also had a cock, and that meant that he could give her what she’d been craving, just like any other man. She stared dreamily at him until he trailed off in mid-lecture and waved her out of the room, clearly uncomfortable.

It was only a few days later that her urges finally forced her to act. Saturday morning had arrived warm and lazy, one of the first sunny spring days of the year. An old cherry tree grew in the parking strip just across the street, and it had begun to burst into flower, blossoms tumbling onto the grass in the gentle breeze.

The scene gave Kelsey an idea. The balcony outside her apartment had never looked more inviting, and she brought out her old exercise mat, unrolled it in the sunshine, and began to do the stretching routine she usually reserved for before bed. For a few moments, the chaos in her brain seemed to recede, and the scent of spring flowers filled her with peace. Maybe endless lust wasn’t the answer. Maybe she could get past it.

And then her neighbor, Ryan, ruined everything by stepping out onto his own balcony, the next one over, in nothing but a pair of gym shorts. She found herself freezing mid-stretch. Ryan wasn’t exactly the kind of man she’d typically have pined after – he was on the skinny side and had always seemed a little nerdy – but he was ten times hotter than her boss, and his body was a little bit more muscular than she’d thought, now that it was free of his usual T-shirt. He spread his arms, luxuriated in the sunlight, and seemed not to notice her at all.

Suddenly, Kelsey’s leg gave way. The pose she’d been trying was too challenging to hold for very long, and in her distraction she hadn’t felt the fatigue in her muscles until it was too late. She fell onto her mat with a thump, and Ryan’s head jerked towards her. “Oh jeez! I didn’t…see you there! Are you all right?”

“I’m…fine,” said Kelsey, trying for an encouraging smile. She wondered whether she’d bruised her knee, but something was telling her that she could do something with this situation, if only she didn’t spoil the mood. “Listen, though, it’s, like, good we ran into each other, because I have something else I think you could help me with!”

“You do? I mean, I’m not really good at fixing things, if that’s what you need…” Ryan seemed to be having trouble meeting her eyes. Kelsey knew why; she had never once asked him for anything in the three years they’d been neighbors. But she felt his eyes on her body and knew that he knew what she wanted.

Now wasn’t the time to be cowardly. She flashed her neighbor another bright smile. “Like, you’re the only person for the job! Could you come over? Maybe in, like, twenty minutes?”

“Um…sure, I guess?” His gaze was fixed on a car parked in the street now, but she felt sure that she had him right where she wanted him.

“Great!” Before Ryan could say anything else, she was up and striding back inside. It was better to leave him guessing, right? After all, anticipation was sexy. Besides, she had some getting ready to do, and there was no time to waste.

She ran to the bedroom and broke open her makeup collection, settling on a bold look that was still simple enough to do in the short time she had. Then, trembling with excitement, she hurried over to her closet, threw open the door, and began trying to decide what to wear. A full outfit might send too subtle a message, but then she didn’t want to answer the door naked either, since that could scare him off, so…what then? The outfits in her wardrobe weren’t nearly revealing enough, so she felt that her choices were limited.

Eventually, she settled on a cropped T-shirt and skirt combo, figuring that he would have to be blind not to see what she was trying to tell him. The pressure was on. Now that she had a chance to act on her urges, she realized that there was a beast inside of her, a beast that would roar and rage until she could finally sate its hunger. And if she failed now, she knew it would be angrier than ever.

She was buzzing with anticipation by the time a knock sounded from the front door. Consumed by excitement, she was barely conscious of striding through the living room and seizing the doorknob. When she pulled it open and saw Ryan on the other side, she returned to herself, but only to become conscious of the overpowering lust that was filling her. She had had lovers before, and at the time she thought she’d been attracted to them, but that was nothing at all compared to what she was feeling now for this man she’d barely spoken to. She felt herself taking a deep breath. “Um, like…hi!”

“Uh,” said Ryan, momentarily stunned, “uh…hi.”

“Well, come in!” she said, pushing the door open. “The thing I need help with is, like, right in here.”

To her relief, he stepped inside and let the door swing shut behind him. “So…” He was studying the garbage can in the corner of the room, an intense expression on his face. “Um…what exactly is it?”

It was now or never. Kelsey fixed Ryan with her gaze, not letting up until he was forced to meet her eyes. “Like, Ryan, can you tell me the truth about something?”

“What kind of thing?” A blush was spreading across his cheeks, and he seemed to be trying to burn a hole in the wastebasket with his eyes.

The beast inside her roared, threatening her with internal torment, and she knew she had to comply with its wishes. Stepping forward, she placed a hand on his chest. “Do you…want me?”

Ryan swallowed, glanced towards her, swallowed again. “Y-yes.”

“Then, like, what are we waiting for?” And then Kelsey was tilting her head up, and he seemed to be stunned, but then he was leaning down, and then their lips were meeting. Passion swelled inside her, a hot cauldron threatening to bubble over.

For a few moments, she allowed herself to enjoy the heat of the moment, to drink it all in. She had succeeded. She was finally giving in to her urges, finally allowing herself to be overcome with lust, and it felt absolutely wonderful. Warm satisfaction filled her as she pressed up against him, as his arms wrapped around her, as his hand crept down her back and –

Wait.

Kelsey nearly cried out in surprise as Ryan grabbed a handful of her asscheek, fingers squeezing hungrily. He began to kiss her more fiercely, and then his tongue was diving into her mouth. She wasn’t the only one with a beast inside of her, it seemed, but her neighbor’s passion seemed to have given him a power, a fierce, animalistic drive, that she hadn’t expected and that she knew she couldn’t control. The thought was so incredibly arousing, so fucking hot, that she felt her pussy begin to stir, anticipating what was soon to follow.

And then Ryan pulled away from her. She felt his gaze fix on her for a moment. “The bed. Now.”

His tone was harsh, totally empty of his usual awkwardness, but he wanted exactly the same thing she did. Tired of undressing her with his eyes, now he needed to do it with his hands. Looking up at him, she nodded, and then they were hurrying towards her bed, practically tripping over each other in pure eagerness.

Kelsey’s shirt was the first to go. It was small, loose, and it didn’t hold out long against Ryan’s furiously scrambling hands; soon, it was lying on the floor on the other side of the room, the first casualty of their passion. His own shirt – the silly man had put one on before coming over – took a bit longer, but working together they managed to get it off, and soon enough it joined hers on the carpet.

She had debated wearing a bra. On the one hand, of course, it was ridiculous to waste time on such a thing, but on the other, forcing him to slow down a bit would be sure to make the bitter agony of anticipation all the sweeter. Ultimately, she had decided to compromise, opting for a suitably sexy black lace balcony style with a clasp simple enough to get through quickly. She was glad that she had; as he unhooked it, she could feel his breathing grow shallower, hot with arousal.

At last, when her breasts fell free, he looked at them, then up at her. His expression was still the same, a driven glare, but in his eyes she could see a bit of the old shyness creeping in as he surveyed her naked upper body. She felt a jolt of confidence. Of course she would have that effect on him. She would have that effect on anyone, because she was hot, goddamit, hotter than she’d ever been.

It was time to make a move. Fixing him with a hungry gaze, she let her fingers travel down to his crotch, felt for his cock through his exercise pants. It didn’t take long to find it; it was larger than she had expected and still growing, stiffening with every passing moment. That thought was incredibly sexy, and she found that she could wait no longer.

In college, Kelsey had given a blowjob or two, but they had always been unremarkable. Once, her lover had been too drunk to even get hard, and every time she’d been left craving something more memorable. But now she felt an urge to try again, to finally have a man moaning and squirming in the palm of her hand, and this was her chance. Dropping to her knees, she seized the waistband of his pants and began to pull them down.

The sight of his cock pulling slowly out of its fabric prison was arousing beyond compare. The beast inside her roared louder than before, demanding her to go faster, to satisfy her urges, but she knew that the pleasure would be all the sweeter if she took a bit longer. It was best, she decided, to stick to a middle path and allow things to flow as naturally as possible.

With that in mind, she let instinct guide her as she gave Ryan’s pants one final tug, letting his cock spring free into the open air. He hadn’t worn underpants, yet more evidence that he’d known all along what was going to happen here. She grinned at the thought, pleased that she had found a lover who was on her same wavelength. Then she leaned forward slightly and traced a finger along the length of his member, luxuriating in the feeling of it stiffening at her touch. She had power here. Maybe her mind had been foggy recently, and maybe it hadn’t been so easy to focus at work, but those things paled in comparison to the ability to command a body like Ryan’s, to have him quivering for whatever she chose to do next.

Gently, slowly, she wrapped her hand around his cock, squeezing just the tiniest bit, and began to pump. The weight of his rod in her hand was oddly satisfying, and its feeling in her grip – slightly springy, but still stiff – made it wonderfully enjoyable to hold in her grasp. She heard him breathe out as she worked and felt her own arousal grow hotter as she realized the effect she was having on him. But the beast inside her was growing restless once again. She wanted more, to please him more, to get off on the knowledge that she was succeeding.

And that could only mean one thing: it was time to raise the stakes. She stopped pumping for just a moment, just to hear him inhale sharply in surprise (god, she loved that), and then leaned forward, allowing her eyes to meet his just as she traced her tongue around the head of his cock.

The blowjob had barely begun, and already it was the best she’d ever given. She was so incredibly aroused that every little motion sent a jolt of pleasure tingling through her. The taste of him on her tongue – his sweat, his musk – only added to that, producing a potent cocktail of lust that drove her on, pushing her ever further. She swirled her tongue around his head once or twice more, then ran it further down the length of his cock. It seemed that the head was sensitive, but that orgasms came from pleasuring the shaft, and she wanted to make sure not to leave it out.

Speaking of not leaving things out, she was forgetting something very important. As she worked with her tongue, exploring the bumps and ridges of his now-iron-hard shaft, she reached up with her free hand and gently cupped his balls. They were heavy and hanging down at the ready, swollen with blood and so large that the two of them just barely fit in the palm of her hand. It was probably best to use a light touch, so she let them roll very gently between her fingers as she continued her other ministrations.

Kelsey wondered, in the back of her mind, where all of this instinct was coming from. She wasn’t incredibly experienced in bed, but it was just…she knew what to do. That hadn’t been true with her other lovers, with whom sex had been an enjoyable but very awkward fumbling session, but with Ryan it was like she could do no wrong. Had her brain just changed over the past few weeks? Had it rewired itself away from things like being on time to meetings and towards this new sexual intuition? If so, she wasn’t asking why, and she certainly wasn’t complaining.

And now it was time to turn up the heat once again. Her tongue had been doing an excellent job, but she wanted to really feel him in her mouth. The beast demanded it, and now she could resist no longer. Leaning forward a bit more, she parted her lips and let the head of his cock slide past them. Gazing up at him like a seasoned pro, she began sucking ever-so-gently, swirling her tongue around him to provide multiple dimensions of pleasure. What man could resist this?

Not Ryan, clearly. His breathing was ragged now, his cheeks flushed, and every now and then he would let out a soft groan of pleasure as she worked. She was pushing him closer and closer to his limit, she knew, and she would have to decide when to ease him over. The thought of his orgasm, of the taste of his cum, was incredibly arousing, but the longer she waited, the better it would be.

Still, it was getting harder and harder for her to resist him. Slowly, she began to bob up and down on his cock, letting it slide in and out of her mouth with each motion. The sensation was electrifying, and soon she was going faster, taking more and more of him into her mouth. She was in the zone now, and nothing was real for her except his rod, his pleasure, and his furiously pounding heart. Truly, this was paradise.

But now Ryan was definitely getting close. He was breathing harder than ever, and an incoherent string of obscenities was flying out of his mouth. “Fucking…fucking shit, that’s…oh, fuck, just like that, fucking christ, I, oh fuck, I…” It wasn’t dirty talk, not exactly, but the sound of it was still incredibly hot and left her craving even more.

Just as Kelsey was wondering when he would finally fall over the edge, though, just as the beast inside her was screaming its approval, she felt his hand on the back of her head. That domineering nature she’d seen from him earlier was back with a vengeance, and as he shoved her ever deeper, pushing her roughly down onto his cock, she felt herself more turned on than she’d ever been. Something about the way he used her was just so goddamn intoxicating! How had she been missing out on this all her life?

And then, at last, Ryan came. At first, the only sign that his orgasm had arrived was a slight twitch in his cock, but then he was groaning, panting, legs shaking with pleasure as rope after rope of hot, sticky cum went blasting into her mouth. She knew not to stop too soon, so she kept going, kept bobbing up and down as he trembled and gasped with pleasure.

At last, though, her lover’s cock began to soften in her mouth. She pulled away, vaguely sad to have to let it go, and spat his seed out onto her tits, enjoying the sensation of being marked. She looked up at him. “Like, did you like that, baby?”

“Did I…” Ryan’s brain seemed to be somewhere else, possibly in some other part of the solar system. It took him a moment to come to himself. “Yeah, I…I did. That was really good.” He was having trouble meeting her eyes once again, she saw. The old awkwardness seemed to have returned now that his seed had left his body.

“Next time,” said Kelsey, standing up, “bring a condom. Because, like, we’re going further.”

“R-really?” asked Ryan, blushing. “I mean…I’m not really that good at this kind of thing.”

“You’re good enough,” she said. “Like, good enough for me.”

Later, in the shower, after Ryan was gone, Kelsey thought back over the morning, and over the past few weeks. The beast inside her was tranquil now, sated, and a little of her old self seemed to have found its way back. Maybe she’d be able to focus on work a bit more this week. That would certainly be nice. But something new had blossomed inside her, much like the spring flowers outside. She would need to give into the beast again, and when she did…well, Ryan was just next door, wasn’t he?

She was already excited for next Saturday.


Fairy Tale Bimbo

Some days, Morgan thanked her lucky stars that she’d dropped everything and moved to England. Other days, she wondered why she’d been so stupid.

It wasn’t that she hadn’t found what she’d been looking for. She worked remotely and could live anywhere, so she’d rented a cottage in the village of Abingdon Prior, a quaint little place nestled in the heart of the Cotswolds. The town was beautiful, and the house was too, with its stone walls, mossy back garden, and bright teal door. There was a pub just down the road, a tearoom a bit further on, and if she really had to get into London, she could get on the train in the next town over and be there within an hour and a half.

But something about the place seemed to have…done something to her. Her job was fast-paced and high-pressure, and part of the reason why she’d moved had been to escape that grind and have something completely different just outside her windows. But the plan seemed to have worked too well. All of a sudden, it was almost impossible to get anything done, and she found that she’d be lucky to finish in a day what before she’d been able to do in an hour. So far, her coworkers hadn’t noticed, but it was only a matter of time before her drop in productivity raised questions.

The thing was, she just didn’t care. It was a little bit embarrassing to admit to herself, and there were moments here and there when she wondered whether it was worth discussing with a therapist, but…it was just that she was so horny now all the time. It never let up. During Zoom meetings, she’d find herself tabbing out and switching over to porn videos. She’d close her laptop to make lunch at one every day, but now she found herself stuffing a granola bar into her mouth and then grabbing her vibrator, trying to release the tension she’d built up over the morning of work. At the grocery store, she’d find herself spacing out in the cheese aisle, gazing back over her shoulder at whatever moderately attractive man had just gone walking by her. Her urges were completely out of control.

It wasn’t just that, either. She didn’t have a lot of spare brainpower to spend on the question, but those times when she would skip lunch in favor of the vibrator inevitably led to regrets down the line. She had a monstrous appetite all of a sudden, reminding her of her brother when he’d been a teenager. When it was time to cook dinner, she always tried to make enough for leftovers, but inevitably she would devour the whole pot. Her body had been changing – hips widening, ass thickening, tits growing – but all she could think about was how fuckable she looked now.

So it was safe to say that Morgan’s move to the United Kingdom had shaken things up in more ways than one. And the reason she cursed herself for choosing Abingdon Prior, the reason she regretted leaving LA behind, even with its smog and its traffic and its noisy, grimy streets, was that there were simply no cute guys to be found. She was practically the only person under thirty in a ten-mile radius, and out of the few men around her age she did run into, most were happily married young fathers who barely gave her a second glance – although those second glances had been getting longer and more involved now that her body had changed so much. Even Tinder was a wasteland. Where was she going to find a man to soothe her new cravings?

The problem was still troubling her when she got a phone call one Saturday morning from her landlord, Colin, a pleasant but utterly boring old man who lived on the other side of the village. He wanted to know if the cottage was quite all right, and she answered that it was; then he said that he wanted to make sure that everything was still in good repair, and asked whether he could send over a handyman just to have a look round. All right, she said, although privately she was a little bit annoyed to have her privacy disrupted. After all, she could hardly jill off with a handyman in the house, and that was what she’d been planning to do with the morning.

Over the past few months, Morgan had learned a decent amount about British social customs, and one thing that was absolutely required was to offer visitors a cup of tea. So the kettle was boiling on the stove by the time the handyman knocked on the door. Getting up from the couch, where she had been flipping through a fashion magazine, Morgan walked over to the door and pulled it open.

Immediately, she regretted not spending more time on her hair and makeup that morning – and what was the outfit she was wearing? The man standing before her now was dark-haired, square-jawed, and absolutely dashing, and it was a full five seconds before she realized that the paint-spattered pants he was wearing meant that he was the handyman, and that she should invite him in. “Um…like, hello.”

“Morning, love,” he said. Morgan knew the expression was meant politely, but she still found herself blushing. “The name’s Thomas. My granddad called and said that I was to do an inspection of number four, Heath Road – and so here I am. I do apologize for the intrusion.”

“Oh, it’s not a problem at all,” she said, giggling. “I’m Morgan, and it’s a pleasure to meet you. Come on in! I’ll put the tea on.”

“That would be lovely, thanks,” said Thomas. “I’ll just have a look round the place. The water heater can be a bit fussy during the wintertime, and there are a few other things I’d like to make sure of…”

As he trailed off, Morgan felt his gaze locking on to her breasts. Her usual weekend outfit was a zip-up hoodie, but it had been getting harder to zip lately, and she realized that he could see a generous amount of her cleavage. Well, who could blame him for wanting to get another look? As she strode out into the kitchen, she allowed herself a grin. There was no way – just no way – that the cottage was the only thing he would be inspecting. She would make sure of it.

The tea was ready before Thomas was finished, so Morgan poured two cups and sat down at the kitchen table to wait for him. She took the opportunity to take off her sweatshirt, leaving her clad only in a tank top and a pair of shorts – clothes that had been reasonable enough when she’d bought them, but that her new body made into the picture of indecency. Not that she was complaining.

At last, her quarry emerged into the kitchen. “Well, everything seems to be in good working order – including the central heating.” He gestured at her very minimal outfit.

“Oh, it’s just that I don’t like to be too warm,” she said, giggling. “The tea is ready, and I poured you a cup!”

“Thank you,” he said, picking up the cup and taking a sip. “Mmmh. Not half bad, especially for an American.” Morgan felt his gaze on her once again. If only she could turn up the heat…but how?

“Well, like, that’s high praise!” She grinned up at him. “But…there’s just one more problem that I think I need you to look at.”

“There is?” His eyebrows knitted together in what she suspected was a knowing show of concern. Maybe she was dumb all of a sudden, but she wasn’t so dumb that she really believed he had no idea what was going on.

But then, of course, she wanted him to be on her same wavelength. Standing up, she beckoned him closer, then bent over and swung open the cabinet under the sink. “It’s under here. Something about the…um…the pipes…”

“Oh, I’ll have to have a look then,” said Thomas. She heard him setting down his cup of tea, and then he was standing behind her, crotch just inches from her newly-expanded ass. Her brain was boiling with lust now, and every second she had to wait was pure agony. “I can’t quite see the problem. Would it be all right if I…er…looked a bit more closely?”

“Oh, yes,” breathed Morgan, relief filling her. She couldn’t believe her luck, not even when his hands clamped onto her ass. She almost choked with arousal as they kneaded the soft flesh, pushing and squeezing…and then his fingers were moving further down, dancing in a circle around her pussy. She couldn’t hold herself back any longer at that, and found herself letting out a long, low moan.

“Oh, I see,” said Thomas. “Is that the trouble, then? Perhaps we could address it more easily…in the bedroom?”

“Like, fuck yeah,” breathed Morgan. She straightened up, and then they were practically falling over each other in their rush to get back to the bedroom, fighting through a haze of lust. She lunged for the bed, and then they were scrambling to undress; she pulled off his shirt in one smooth motion, but then had to fumble with his belt buckle for several moments to get it undone. Before she could push his pants aside, though, his hands were on her tank top, pulling it roughly over her head, and then her breasts were out in the open, bared in front of him.

Despite his eagerness, he drew up short at the sight. “Fuck, you’re – I mean, that’s fucking hot.”

She giggled. “Like, are you going to stop there? Or keep going?”

“No, I just…” he shook his head. “I can’t quite believe this is happening. I can’t quite believe my luck.”

“I could, like, say the same,” she replied, undoing the button on his jeans and letting them slide down his legs. He kicked them away, and she had a chance to admire the growing bulge in his boxer shorts. She had had sex enough to know her way around a cock, but never once in her life had she been so aroused by the sight of one standing at attention at the sight of her. She found herself reaching down towards her pussy, sliding her hand under her shorts, rubbing herself at the thought of just how goddamn hot this all was.

Then he grabbed her wrist, holding it gently but firmly. “If you don’t mind…I’d like to have this dance.” Once she realized what he meant, she was nodding enthusiastically, and then his hand was pushing her shorts aside, diving underneath her panties, circling teasingly around her pussy. She wanted him to dive in, was on the point of begging him to do so, but then…maybe it would be better to wait, after all. Taking things slow sometimes made them better, right? It was torture to have pleasure so teasingly denied her, but sweet torture.

And, second by second, Thomas was getting closer to giving her what she so desperately desired. Their lips locked together in a passionate kiss that tasted like tea and desire, and then his other hand was on her breasts, kneading and squeezing gently but ever so enticingly. She couldn’t help but moan again, and then his fingers were tracing up and down the outside of her slit, playing with the juices that had begun to flow there.

It wasn’t right to let him have all the fun, though. Morgan reached out and grabbed his cock through his boxers, feeling its length, its weight, as it stiffened and rose to full hardness. She had done this, and now she was about to reap the benefits of her temptation. She began to jerk him off through his boxer shorts, very slowly and gently, just enough to get him ready for what she hoped would be coming next.

Then he went in for the kill. One moment his fingers were tracing the outside of her pussy, teasingly and almost coyly; the next they were diving inside, first one and then two, stretching her in the most pleasurable way possible. She was moaning again – she simply couldn’t help it – and she found herself pressing her pussy up against his hand, trying and trying to get him to go deeper, to give her even more.

He broke off the kiss, raising his eyebrows teasingly. “Desperate, are we?”

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “Like, don’t tease me. I’ll die if you tease me!”

“Not a bad way to go,” he said, but then his fingers were delving deeper anyway. No man had ever warmed her up so thoroughly, and she found herself melting in his hands. If he kept this up, she imagined, she would soon be nothing more than a puddle of liquid arousal, humming with lust. He was finding places inside of her that she hadn’t known existed, hidden places that sent jolts of pleasure through her whenever his teasing fingers delved into them. This was foreplay.

But then, just as Morgan was writhing in her lover’s grip, he pulled his fingers out of her. She cried out in surprise. “Oh fuck! Keep going…”

“You didn’t think you were going to have all the fun, did you?” he asked, smiling. “If you don’t mind…I’d like to take this further.”

Her eyes widened when she realized what he meant. “Oh…oh fuck. Fuck yes!”

“Lovely,” he said. “I’ll just need to get in here, then.” And then he was pulling off her shorts and her panties, slowly and gently revealing her dripping, hungry pussy. She heard his breath quicken at the sight. She could hardly blame him; after all, who wouldn’t be turned on by seeing her naked? There had been a time when she had doubted that anyone would find her attractive, when she hadn’t had the confidence to put herself out there and have sex with the men she found attractive, but that time was long gone.

And so was her patience. Reaching forward, she pulled down Thomas’ boxers, revealing his hard cock inch by meaty, mouthwatering inch. She had been surprised when he’d told her what he wanted, but the sight of his rod made her realize that she needed the same thing. She just had to have his cock inside of her, and she had to have it now. Her urges had become almost overpowering, and to give into them, she knew, would be the sweetest thing imaginable. She flipped over on the bed, got ready for him to mount her.

Thomas pulled out a condom from his wallet and slipped it on; the process took less than thirty seconds, but for Morgan it was almost unbearable. She was nearly whimpering with anticipation by the time his hands clamped onto her hips, by the time he was positioning herself at the opening of her eager, wet hole. “Fuck, put it in, don’t make me wait any longer…”

“Don’t worry,” said Thomas, “I don’t intend to.” And then his thick rod was pressing into her, slowly but surely, inch by inch. She gasped at the sensation of being stretched, but what little pain there was soon turned into pleasure as he dove deeper inside. Every tiny ridge and vein of his cock sent its own unique sensation flowing through her.

Morgan had been penetrated before, but often the experience had felt like a waste of time. Her partners had always enjoyed it, but her part of the process usually just involved putting up with them until they were finished. They had given nothing. But this…this was different. Thomas’ motions seemed calibrated to her, aimed at doing whatever it took to please her. He responded to every one of her moans, to every little motion, watching attentively even as he gleaned his own pleasure from her body. It was incredibly hot.

But just as he buried his cock up to its hilt inside her, just as he began the slow thrusting motion that would carry him (and, she hoped, her as well) to orgasm, she discovered that it didn’t end there. Suddenly, his finger was on her clit, expertly rubbing the sensitive little nub, coaxing sensations from it that she hadn’t even known existed. The twin sources of pleasure – her pussy and her clit – were like the poles of a battery, and electric pleasure was coursing between them, lighting up her body with a new kind of delight.

And he was thrusting more quickly now, servicing himself once he’d seen her taken care of. The fact that what she had experienced with her other lovers could be referred to by the same word as this, by three humdrum letters, “s-e-x,” showed the total inadequacy of the English language. She felt herself pushing up against him, body moving as if on autopilot. He had short-circuited her brain, and nothing was working properly, and the most basic thought was difficult, impossible, to form – and she loved it, loved it as she had never loved an experience before. How did people live without this kind of fucking?

As he sped up, gradually reaching a comfortable rhythm, she felt time blending together, losing its definition altogether as seconds wore on into minutes of unending pleasure, of sweet agony. She moaned, cried out; he grunted with pleasure, thrusted deeper and harder. The two of them were entwined in the most pleasurable dance there is.

Morgan began to feel sensation building up within her. Every motion sent more coursing through her, flowing into a reservoir that was filling up, slowly but surely, second by beautiful second. Eventually, she knew, it would burst its banks, and that moment was growing closer and closer with each of Thomas’ expert motions. In a way, he was a tour guide, taking her on a voyage of possibility to places she hadn’t even known existed – and she wanted, needed, to see the final destination.

It also seemed that her lover was approaching his own climax. He was breathing hard, face flushed, and the practiced ease of his lovemaking earlier had been replaced with something more primal, with a wholesale surrender to pure instinct. Usually, getting a man to cum was nothing special; many of them did it almost instantly in any case. But this time…Morgan felt it would complete her satisfaction, tie up the whole experience nicely, if she could give back to this man who had given her so much, if she could bring him over the edge along with her. So she pushed up against him, trying to take him to new heights, to give him just that little bit extra he needed. They were so close.

She was panting, gasping, her motions automatic, bestial, primal, and he was just as turned on, just as absorbed by what it was they were creating together, and his thrusts were just perfect now, hard enough and deep enough that each one seemed to send a firework of pleasure shooting off through her, and she was climbing fast now, climbing towards completion, and then his cock was twitching inside her, and then, and then…

And then she came. Pleasure blasted through her, an overwhelming, mind-shattering wave of pure, undiluted bliss. She had had enough orgasms to be able to tell a good one from a forgettable one, and this one wasn’t just good…it was fucking great. She was screaming, she realized, crying out, fingers digging into the sheets below her, riding the wave within her, totally overcome by sensation. This was…this was sheer perfection.

As Morgan began to come down from the heights of ecstasy, she realized that Thomas was cumming too, thrusting wildly into her to squeeze out the last drops of pleasure. She had done it. She had brought her partner over the finish line, but more importantly, she had just had the best orgasm of her life. She thrust up against him for a minute or so longer, just to make sure that the aftershocks were as sweet as could be.

Then it was over. Thomas was pulling out of her, breathing hard, bare chest shining with sweat. She went to get cleaned up in the bathroom, but then paused in the doorway and looked back over her shoulder. “Like, that was…”

“Bloody good?” He grinned. “Exactly what I was thinking. Not often I meet a woman like you.”

“I’ve never had it feel like that before,” she said. “I had no idea what I was missing.”

“Glad I could show you, love.” He had grabbed tissues from the nightstand and was wiping himself off. “Well, I think the home inspection went off without a hitch, don’t you?”

“Inspection? Oh!” Morgan had forgotten why Thomas had come over. “Oh, like…yes, it definitely did. You…have to go now, right?”

“Yes, I do,” he said, giving her an apologetic grin. “There’s an issue with the wiring at number five, Queen’s Lane – but if you’d like another inspection, well, just call my granddad and tell him there’s a problem. Anything you’d like. Or you could use this.” He handed her a piece of paper; he’d written his phone number on it in an untidy scrawl.

Something about seeing the number impressed on Morgan the immensity of what had just happened. She had really just had the best sex of her life with a total stranger. But if there was one thing she knew for sure, it was this: she had to do it again. “I – I will,” she said, words coming out as a stammer. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”


Gym Bimbo

Sydney had always hated working out, hated it with a passion. And gyms were even worse, because the only thing worse than doing something that you hate is doing it in front of an audience. She had never found a type of exercise she could enjoy. Running was a form of torture, she always pulled something lifting weights, she hated being wet, so she never swam – the list went on and on.

But one day, her doctor – a very nice, very patient woman named Liz – sat her down during a checkup and told her that exercise was part of a healthy lifestyle, and that many of the problems she complained about would get better if she would only hit the gym a few times a week. Sydney only grunted noncommittally. But when Dr. Liz heard that, she didn’t argue or lecture; all she did was smile sadly and move on.

Sydney hated getting sad smiles, and so the next day she was at the Triple-R Gym, signing up for a session with a personal trainer. If she was going to do the thing she hated most, she reasoned, there would need to be someone there who would force her to do it, even over her protests. The receptionist, a bored-looking, gum-chewing woman sporting dramatic eyeliner, clicked through a few menus on her computer. “Well…the only trainer open right now is Nick. He ok?”

“I guess,” said Sydney. “I mean, I’m just looking for someone to show me the basics. Anyone can do that.”

The receptionist laughed. “Uh-huh. Sure. I’ll have him come on out. Have a nice workout.”

“I’m sure I won’t,” muttered Sydney, clutching her yoga mat more tightly.

But her tune changed when Nick appeared. He was tall, muscular, but not intimidating the way so many gym guys were, and he greeted her with a friendly smile. “So! First workout in a while?”

“Well, um, you could say that,” said Sydney, trying to stop her eyes from traveling too far down her trainer’s body. “I think I…need to start slow. It seems like everyone in LA works out except for me.”

“Don’t worry,” said Nick. “We’ll get you moving in no time! It’s not all that hard to get in shape, and it’s always a pleasure to help people out with it. Just come on over here…” He led her into a room off to one side of the gym, a room equipped with a small rack of weights and a variety of exercise machines. The wall facing out into the main space was glass, so everyone would be seeing Sydney sweat and struggle, but at the very least they wouldn’t be hearing her do it. Once they were inside, her trainer turned to her and flashed another smile. “Now, like you requested, we’ll be starting slow, but hopefully not too slow…”

What followed was a workout that was most definitely not too slow. The stretching at the beginning, Sydney could more or less handle. The first treadmill run had her sweating, but still not in too much agony. But by the time they got to the weightlifting, she was beginning to wonder when it would all end. Her heart was pounding, her arms were shaking, and still Nick drove her on and on. Her sports bra was soaked with sweat, and she wondered whether she’d ever be able to get out of her leggings again, or if they had melted in the heat. This was pure agony. The only thing that sustained her through it was occasional glances over at Nick, who made whatever exercise he was doing seem smooth, suave, even cool – but that comfort got smaller and smaller as the workout went on.

At last, though, he let her stop. After a final round of stretching, she had to resist the urge to collapse onto the matted floor. Every muscle in her body felt like jelly, and even the smallest movement was agonizingly difficult. “That was…oof…”

“The first one is never easy,” said Nick, “but hey, it’s all downhill from here! Great effort today.”

“R-right,” said Sydney.

“By the way,” said Nick, “if you’re looking for a way to recover…take this.” He fished around in his workout bag and handed her what looked to be a bottled chocolate shake. The label was very utilitarian, except for a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman and a few words in an alphabet she didn’t recognize – maybe Russian? Weird. “It’s kind of a weird brand, but these are the best shakes I’ve ever found. Try a sip.”

“All right,” said Sydney, unscrewing the cap. She’d never been a workout-shake type of person, but then she’d never been a workout person either, and here she was. And, to her surprise, the shake was absolutely delicious. She’d only intended to take a sip, but soon she was gulping it down. It was thick and creamy, like a chocolate gateau she’d splurged on once, and her muscles felt less leaden with every swallow. Before she knew it, the bottle was empty. “This stuff is great!”

“I’m glad you agree,” said Nick, smiling. He reached into his bag again and pulled out a cardboard box emblazoned with the same logo. “Actually, that was part of a six-pack – here are the other five. Consider it a gift from me to you. Just promise to come back for another session!”

“Wow, gym perks, huh?” said Sydney, taking the box. Nick’s offer of more training was intriguing. Ultimately, she wanted to make going to the gym a regular thing – otherwise, there was no point – and it was better if that could happen sooner rather than later. Besides, more sessions with him meant more chances to steal glances at his body, and that was worth getting excited about. “You know, I might just take you up on that next session. You’re supposed to have a day off, right? What about…the day after tomorrow?”

“I’m almost sure I’m available then,” said Nick, “but you should check with the reception desk to be sure. They’ll get you all signed up. I’m looking forward to it!”

Oddly enough, Sydney was too.

* * *

Something strange happened that night. Sydney was sitting on the couch as she usually did, watching trashy reality TV, when she noticed that her muscles were suddenly sore and tired. That was no surprise, of course, with the hard workout earlier, but they hadn’t been so stiff during the drive home, or at dinner, or even fifteen minutes before. What gave?

She thought about the workout shakes again. Whatever was in them (god only knew what), they’d helped her get back on her feet after the workout and reduced her aches and pains. It wasn’t normal to drink a shake hours after exercising, of course, but…they were calling to her. Obeying her strange compulsion, she got up, hurried over to the fridge, and grabbed one of the shakes, gulping it down in thirty seconds flat.

All at once, the aches and pains were gone. She groaned with relief as whatever was in the shake coursed through her, nutrients helping to repair her tired muscles. Maybe it wasn’t what the doctor would have ordered, but the drink had turned out to be just the ticket.

Now that the pain was gone, Sydney realized she was exhausted. Maybe it had been the workout, or maybe it had been the last few hectic days at her job, but she just had no energy left. Even though it was over an hour before her normal bedtime, there was nothing for it. She stumbled into the bedroom and collapsed into bed.

* * *

The next day was something of a blur. Sydney had woken up feeling…strange. She couldn’t put words to the feeling, exactly, and that was part of what was strange. Usually, she was a fluent complainer, able to let fly a rapid stream of gripes and groans about whatever was ailing her, but now her brain just didn’t want to cooperate. And she wasn’t worrying about that, which was even stranger. She was just sort of…existing, letting life pass her by.

But the strangeness didn’t end there, even though her worries did. She was ravenously hungry from the moment she woke up, and even though a cheesy omelet and a couple of pieces of toast for breakfast had helped a little, she ended up needing to down another shake just to get out the door. She took another along in her purse, which was lucky; she went along with her coworkers to a personal-pizza place for lunch, but found that, even loaded down with toppings, her meal wasn’t enough for her. Well, no harm done. She chugged down the shake and was content.

After she got home and ate a massive dinner – half a pan of mac & cheese, a salad, and a granola bar just because – she still needed her last shake to feel satisfied. She wondered idly how much she had eaten over the past twenty-four hours, but hey, she’d worked out, right? Probably her body just needed more fuel to grow her new muscles. At this rate, she’d have the body of her dreams in no time.

Which…got her thinking. Of course, she was working out for her own sake, but surely it wouldn’t hurt that she’d get more attention from cute guys. She found her thoughts traveling to Nick again. The day before, her interest in him had been mostly hypothetical, but now she was mentally ogling his body once again, letting her gaze sweep over him. She surveyed his handsome face, his tones, sexy forearms, his nice legs, and then she was wondering just what was under that workout gear, tight and form-fitting as it was. Sure, he was her trainer, and that was all there was between them. But how could it be so bad just to imagine being with him, watching him undress, having him bend her over a workout machine and –

Well, actually, that was enough of that. She shook her head. Even though it was long before her usual bedtime once again, she should really be getting some sleep.

* * *

The next morning – and there was no other way to put this – Sydney woke up feeling really, really good. There was a spring in her step, and she couldn’t help humming as she went through her morning routine. She spent a little longer on her makeup, not for any particular reason, and then she went to select an outfit. But there she hit a snag. Many of her favorite items of clothing didn’t fit as well as she remembered, and one, a worn but comfortable pair of jeans, actually split down the back when she tried to force herself in them. Had something changed about her body?

She wasn’t panicking, far from it, but she got the feeling that the old Sydney, the one who hadn’t drunk any workout shakes, would have been. Impressing Nick was so important, and if she ran into any other cute guys, she would definitely want them to take notice of her, but without a proper outfit none of that could happen. At last, she settled on a slightly stretchy work shirt and a skirt that would both show off her new legs and also not split just because her figure was a little more generous than before. For the gym, she packed her largest pair of leggings and a sports bra that she hoped wouldn’t look too ridiculously indecent. Then she was out the door, hurrying off to another day at work.

Sydney soon found, though, that she had never been less productive. She felt lost in meetings, and once, when someone asked her a question, she ummed and ahhed until they gave up in disgust. It was embarrassing, but she didn’t care. Her pussy was humming with arousal, and anything that wasn’t related to sex just seemed like a waste. All she wanted to do was make it until five-thirty, and then…then it would be Nick time.

At last, after what felt like an agonizing eternity of waiting, she could make an excuse and hurry off to her car, then peel out of the parking lot and speed towards the gym. The freeways were jam-packed with rush hour traffic, but with some creative and aggressive weaving she managed to make it there in record time anyway.

She had been vaguely hoping to have Nick waiting for her, greeting her with a kiss the moment she stepped through the door, but instead she found the receptionist, who was still chewing gum. “Um, like, I had an appointment with Nick for personal training,” said Sydney, striding up to the reception desk; the words came out in a confused tumble, so frantic was she to get them together. “Is he ready?”

The receptionist raised her harshly-plucked eyebrows. “First time in a while I’ve heard somebody so excited for Nick. Well, let’s see…” She tapped a few keys on her computer, gingerly avoiding damage to her acrylics. “Oh, he’s in a training session for five more minutes. You got here just a little too early. You could, I don’t know, get warmed up or something.”

I wanted Nick to warm me up, thought Sydney, but of course she couldn’t say that out loud. “I’ll just, like, wait for him here, then,” she said, trying to keep the irritation out of her voice. Why was the world so cruel?

The minutes oozed by as she paced back and forth across the gym lobby. She must have looked bizarre – who would come to the gym just to pace? – but she was long past caring about that. She was going out of her mind with impatience and lust. If Nick would only show up, if he would only ditch whoever else he was working with and come to her!

At last, he emerged into the lobby, preceded by an exhausted-looking old man. “See you Monday, Mike,” he said, giving his student a friendly wave goodbye. But Sydney almost didn’t hear what he was saying, almost didn’t see Mike at all. She only had eyes for Nick’s beautiful body, which was even sexier than she remembered it. God, if only he would just take her right here in the lobby!

But she had to restrain herself. “Like, hi, Nick,” she said, trying and failing to sound casual. “I’m ready for our, um, session.”

His eyes raked her body. He wasn’t even trying to hide it – not that she was complaining. “I see that you are,” he said. “Let’s get things started, then. Come this way.” And then she was following him across the gym. Other men were working out, and she felt their eyes on her, but they might as well not have been there at all as far as she was concerned. Her gaze was locked onto her trainer, and her trainer had a fine ass.

She realized that they weren’t heading to the same room from the session before. “I hope you don’t mind,” said Nick, turning back to look at her, “if we move the session for today. We’ll take it to one of the mat rooms and focus on stretching – you know, for your soreness. It can build up if you haven’t worked out very much.”

“Uh huh,” said Sydney, barely listening. They were going to a private room. He knew what she wanted, knew where this was going! She could hardly contain her excitement as they climbed a set of stairs, turned down a hallway, and finally stepped into a large room sporting a mat-lined floor.

As he shut the door behind them, Nick’s eyes were boring into her. “You know,” he said, “we won’t be disturbed in here. I apologize if this is creepy, and you can leave if you want…but I saw you last session. I know where you were looking.”

Sydney blushed. He was being so forward! But then, she could hardly complain – she wanted exactly the same thing that he did. “Like, maybe I was letting my eyes wander. But what are you going to do about it?” She gave him a broad, innocent smile.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said. “This, maybe.” Then he stepped towards her, taking her hand in his, leaning closer and closer. When she realized what he intended, she came to meet him halfway, and then their lips were coming together in a passionate kiss. His hands wrapped around her lower back as he pressed her close; she could feel every angle of his muscular physique through his workout clothes. She’d been dreaming of this, and now, at long last, it was finally happening.

She couldn’t resist the temptation to explore his body, hands tracing over his arms, his chest, his broad, sculpted back. She’d been fighting through a haze of arousal all day, true, but now it was absolutely overpowering, driving her motions almost automatically. All she wanted was his body, and she wasn’t about to wait any longer.

But Nick was no more restrained. His tongue delved into her mouth as his hands roved over her soft curves, groping her newly-expanded tits and her now-much-thicker ass. She felt his hardening cock through his gym shorts. She had done that. It was her sexy body that had driven him to distraction, and now she would be reaping the rewards.

The two of them broke apart, and then their hands were scrabbling over each other’s clothes, fumbling to strip each other down. Nick’s shirt was the first to go, tossed off into a corner of the room, but then he was pulling off Sydney’s sports bra, revealing her ample tits. His gaze raked across them, and then he could restrain himself no longer. Soon, he was kneading them, squeezing them, gently pinching her stiffening nipples. She bit back a moan; there had been a time, she remembered, when she hadn’t had breasts worth worshiping, but it seemed that that time was long gone.

But she couldn’t let her lover go without some pleasure of his own. Running her hand down his chiseled torso, she found his cock still rising to attention inside his pants; she began to rub it, gently coaxing it to full hardness. She heard him suck in breath, knew that he was just as eager for this as she was.

And then Nick’s hands were on her hips, and he was looking into her eyes. “Listen. If it’s all right with you, I have something I want to do, something I never seem to get to do. I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“Well,” said Sydney, giggling, “like, that depends what it is.”

“When I’ve been with women in the past, I do the same few things,” he said. “It gets stale, you know? And when I see a woman who’s really beautiful – a woman like you – I just get the uncontrollable urge to…to go down on her. Would you –”

“Are you kidding?” She couldn’t help but interrupt, so eager was she. “You don’t even, like, have to ask!”

“Thank you,” said Nick. Then he was sinking to the floor, and she was laying down on her back, and his fingers were on the waistband of her yoga pants, tugging them gently down over her hips. Sydney had been eaten out once or twice, but it had never quite been like she’d hoped. The way her lover had asked, though – she had complete confidence that he would be able to pull it off, that he would give her an utterly unforgettable ride. She was practically quivering with excitement.

There was something incredibly erotic about watching a man prepare to go down on her. The way he was undressing her slowly, almost reverently; the way their eyes met as he gazed up at her; the way her only job was to lay back and be serviced. It was something new for her, and she wanted nothing more than to see how deep this rabbit hole went.

At last, her leggings were out of the way, leaving only her panties between Nick and his prize. She heard him taking in breath as he tugged them down. The way he was so obviously aroused by this, the way he was acting out what must have been a deep, secret fantasy of his, made it so much hotter. And he hadn’t even touched her bare flesh yet.

But that was about to change. One of his hands left its resting place on her hip, traveling slowly, gently towards her hungry slit. His fingers traced along her thigh, sending invisible sparks coursing through her. He was so tender, so gentle, and yet there was a sureness in his motions that suggested that he knew exactly what he wanted.

She hungered for his touch on her slit, needed him to pleasure her more directly. “Oh fuck, like…what are you waiting for?”

“Trust me on this,” he murmured, gazing up at her. “It’s better if you have to wait.” And then his fingers were dancing just around the edges of her pussy, so close and yet so far from what she so desperately desired. Waiting was agony, but…maybe it was the better way. She could trust him, after all, trust that he knew what would be best. If she gave him that trust, he could give her so much in return.

His index finger brushed against her clit. It was only the briefest of touches, so casual that she almost didn’t notice it – but she was so sensitive at that moment, her nerves so supercharged, that it sent an electric shock of pleasure coursing through her. She gasped, instantly desperate for more, every one of her nerves on full alert.

But Nick wasn’t about to be so obliging. Grinning, he went back to teasing her, letting her whine and squirm fruitlessly in his grasp. The tiny hint of what was to come had made the wait nearly unbearable, but that meant that every tiny motion of his – whether near her slit or not – was more stimulating, more pleasurable. She had never known that being teased and toyed with could be so incredibly delicious.

For a minute or two, it went on like that, Nick’s fingers dancing just millimeters away from Sydney’s most sensitive places, Sydney nearly wild with frustration. She began to imagine the moment when he would touch her clit again. This time, she would be ready to lean into the pleasure and experience it more fully, so surely it would be better, even more intoxicating. But thinking those thoughts drove her even more wild, until at last she felt like she was about to go insane with lust. She resisted the urge to reach down and force her partner’s fingers into her slit; if he did, after all, it would be no more than he deserved for teasing her like this.

At last, though, he obliged her. The long, teasing dance ended when one of his fingers began to gently stroke the outside of her slit, sending a low, warm humming of pleasure through her. She wanted more than that, of course, needed more than that, but it was enough to get started with, and she heard herself sighing in pleasure at even that small motion.

But it got better. As soon as she was beginning to wonder when he would dive into her slit, when he would turn up the heat once more, he proved that she didn’t yet have him figured out. Instead of spreading her pussy lips as she’d expected, he placed a thumb on her clit, rubbing in a very gentle circular motion. At that, she moaned again, and now she could feel herself beginning the long, winding climb towards orgasm. If only he kept this up, if only he gave her more of what she needed so badly, he could get her there. And she had never wanted to go anywhere more in her life.

Then the finger teasing her slit dove inside. The sudden sensation of being stretched added another dimension to the pleasure he was giving her, and she found that she wanted, needed him to go deeper. He was giving her what she’d been asking for now, but it only made her hungry for more.

It was amazing what a man could do with just one finger. His wriggling digit dove into her, snaking deeper into her, seeking out hidden places inside her that she hadn’t known existed, that seemed to crackle with magical electricity when he touched them. His finger formed a hook and pulled, ever so gently; that was wonderful, beautiful, intoxicatingly erotic. Then it suddenly straightened out, plunging in as far as it could go, and that was completely different, but just as glorious. Nick was a past master, and she felt unbelievably lucky to be experiencing what he could do. His fingers in her pussy and on her clit – together, they were short-circuiting her wiring. She was breathing faster, pushing up against him. If he would only keep doing this, if only he wouldn’t stop –

And then he stopped. Sydney couldn’t hold herself back, and a cry of frustration escaped her. “Fuck, baby, like, don’t – don’t stop! Keep going!”

“Oh, come now,” said Nick. “You almost sound like you were enjoying that. Are you sure you want me to keep it up?”

“Don’t tease me,” moaned Sydney. “Like, I need this so bad…”

“Fine, fine,” said Nick. “But I want to change it up just a little bit.” And then his finger was rubbing her clit once again, putting her squarely back on the path to pleasure, and his head was leaning in towards her pussy. As she realized what he was about to do, a new wave of arousal rose through her, and she was beside herself with anticipation. This was what he’d asked for, after all, what he must have been dreaming about, and as she felt his hot breath on her, she imagined that she could also feel his passion.

Slowly, gingerly, his tongue traced a line up and down her slit. Compared to his finger, which had been wonderful in its own right, this new organ felt more like a living thing, warm and wet and endowed with a mind of its own. It darted across her flesh, teasing her, exploring this way and that.

And then it was plunging into her. He had been cautious with his foreplay, cautious with his finger, but now that she was warmed up he was merciful enough not to make her suffer any longer. All at once, his tongue was diving as deep as his finger had and maybe deeper, seeking out the same hidden spots inside of her but endowing her with a new kind of pleasure as he did so. He was in his element, his every move well-calibrated to grant her the pleasure he’d promised her, and she was his helpless, captive audience, utterly enthralled by his ministrations.

The next few minutes seemed to blend together in her mind. What exactly he was doing, where exactly his tongue was traveling, what patterns his finger was drawing on her clit – these things escaped her. She was conscious only of his hot, ragged breaths on her soft flesh, of the way his eyes, when they met hers, were wild with arousal. He had found the ideal rhythm, the secret chord that he had only to play over and over to write a complete symphony of eroticism, and she was his orchestra. This was indescribable, unbelievable, unforgettable.

But then Sydney realized that she was climbing towards orgasm. There was a heat building up inside of her now, a heat that was soon to overwhelm her altogether, and as much as she enjoyed having Nick pleasure her, she needed to see what her climax would be like. Not even half of the men she’d been with had gotten her that far, and not even half of those orgasms had been very memorable, but this…if the way she was feeling now was any indication of what was to come, she was in for a treat.

She moaned, gasped, shoved herself onto him, and he redoubled his efforts, tongue pushing deeper into her, finger moving wildly across her clit. Her heart was pounding, her pussy was soaking, her breath was shallow and ragged, and then, and then…

And then Sydney came. The experience was almost frighteningly intense, and she felt her fingers digging into the mat as a sensation swept over her that she’d had no idea her body was capable of producing. She was screaming, her legs were shaking, her chest was heaving, her core was tightening up, and pleasure, incredible pleasure was sweeping over her. For a split second, she seemed to float outside of her body, a silent witness to an unprecedented spectacle. Sheer, wild abandon had never felt so good.

But all things must end. Nick kept pleasuring her throughout, which helped let her down gently, but soon the pleasure was flowing out of her body, and her arms and legs felt weak and limp, and she was collapsing, exhausted, back onto the mat. “Like, fuck…”

“Did I do a decent job?” He pulled away from her, grinning as he wiped her juice off his mouth. “That was…everything I’ve been dreaming of.”

“I feel the same way,” she murmured, thoughts hazy and indistinct. “I, like, can’t believe that that was your first time. I just can’t.”

“I made up for in passion what I lacked in technique,” he said, “that’s all. You know, I bet I could get you to multiple orgasms. I’ve always wanted to do that too.”

“If I came again right now,” said Sydney, “I would die. But, like…another time? If there is another time.”

“Of course there’s going to be another time,” said Nick. “At my apartment, maybe, because this mat room smells kind of sweaty – and, besides, somebody seems to have left a wet spot right in the middle of it.”

“You’re on,” said Sydney, lifting herself up off the mat and pulling up her shorts. “Fuck…”

“Hey now,” said Nick, smiling. “Where do you think you’re going? There are still thirty minutes left in the session. You have some stretches to do.”

“Like, you’re right,” she said. “During all that, I did notice that my hamstrings were feeling a little tight.”

And then they were both laughing, and it was suddenly real. Sydney had fucked her hot trainer, and by god, they were going to do it again. Life didn’t get any better than this.


Bimbo Abroad

A frigid Teutonic wind cut straight through Leah as she struggled down Unter den Linden, nearly taking her breath away with sheer cold. She was trying to reach the university library, where she knew she would be greeted by the magic of central heating, but it just seemed so far away. And it was daytime – the night was far worse. Why had she thought that studying abroad in Berlin would be a good idea, again?

It wasn’t all bad, of course. The food was good, even at the university’s dining hall, and the chocolate was to die for. Her German, still shaky, had nevertheless improved dramatically. Even if the city wasn’t the most beautiful in the world, there was plenty to see and do. And spending a day in Germany’s other destination cities – Hamburg, Cologne, Frankfurt – was as easy as buying a train ticket. But…

The thing was, Leah wasn’t happy. She hadn’t been very successful at finding friends, hadn’t particularly enjoyed her classes, and certainly hadn’t adapted to the awful, awful winter, which went so far beyond anything she’d experienced back in Los Angeles that she wished she’d taken the warnings she’d gotten about it to heart. And now she had a German test to cram for. Things simply couldn’t get worse – or so she thought, until she saw Jordan swaggering down the street towards her.

Jordan was one of those loud, outgoing people who seem to take to new, uncertain situations like a fish takes to water. Where Leah had shrunk coming to Berlin, he seemed to have grown. He was always either surrounded by a pack of friends or hurrying to meet up with a few of them, and everything else seemed to be easy for him, too, even academics. He also always seemed to have a German woman hanging off his arm. German was the one subject he was truly atrocious in, but then his various girlfriends all spoke perfect English, and the way Jordan talked about them, it seemed like there wasn’t much of substance being said when they met up anyway.

But the worst thing about him was the illusion he seemed to preserve that he and Leah were close personal friends. When he noticed her, he flashed a broad smile and waved happily, calling out to her while they were still thirty feet apart. “Leah! Cold enough for ya?” He laughed. “How’s your day going? I haven’t seen you!”

“Um, yeah,” said Leah, once they were closer. “Well, I guess I’ve been busy. I have a German test to study for, actually, so…”

“Pssh, studying?” Jordan waved a hand. “I never study for German. Language is an organic subject, you know? You just have to wing it.”

“Well…I really think I have to,” said Leah. “I’m heading to the library now.”

“Oh, come on,” said Jordan. “Well, you’re the studying type, and I’m not going to be able to convince you to slack off, am I? At least take this.” Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a canned drink and handed it to her. “It’s from Kazakhstan or somewhere, so the label looks weird, but it really helps with energy and recall. I’ve used these for my math classes, and they’ve never let me down. Das ist der gut Scheiße, or whatever!”

“I think you might have the wrong case on some of those words,” said Leah, taking the can, “but, uh…thanks. I need all the help I can get.” Studying the label, she realized that she had no idea what brand the drink was. The label was written in the Cyrillic alphabet, and the only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman. It certainly wasn’t the kind of thing she would have picked off the shelf at the grocery store.

“Trust me on that stuff,” said Jordan, pointing at the can. “Well, I gotta split. I’m meeting some of the guys to get set up for a little party. But hey, you have my number – give me a call sometime! Who knows? Maybe I have some German studying tips for you!”

“Yeah, um, I will,” said Leah, who intended to do nothing of the sort. It was true that she had Jordan’s number – they had been in the same group for a project the semester before – but she had never once called or texted him, and she doubted he would really be able to help her with almost anything at all. Mildly irritated, she bade him goodbye and then hurried to the library, hoping to get straight into studying.

Hours later, though, nothing had worked. Cases and conjugations were swimming in front of her eyes, but they were all jumbled together, and everything that should have been einfach was feeling schwierig instead. She was making no progress, it was getting close to dinner time, and she had to do something soon.

So she took the can out and looked at it. Technically, food and drink weren’t allowed in the library, but no one was watching – would downing whatever Jordan had given her help with her studying? On the one hand, she hardly trusted him enough to believe that it would really solve her problems, but on the other hand, hey, she was in dire straits here. Taking a deep breath, she unscrewed the cap and took a sip.

The taste was hard to describe. There were notes of vanilla, but mostly the flavor was of sweet, syrupy apricots. The liquid coated her tongue and slid down her throat, and it should have been repulsive…but something about it made her go back for another sip. The apricot flavoring tasted fresh from the tree, and even though the texture was unusual, it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Before she knew it, the entire can was gone.

Within minutes, her mind was buzzing with new energy. She wondered for a moment what was in the drink, but it just didn’t seem important, not compared to the table of German verbs she’d been trying to memorize for the past several hours. All of a sudden, her mind was a steel trap, and though the poor, defenseless words were trying their best, they couldn’t escape her improved faculties. Within fifteen minutes, she had the whole table memorized and could recite it at will; fifteen minutes after that, she was done studying altogether.

As soon as Leah closed the textbook and replaced it in her backpack, though, she began to feel different. She could still recall the German she’d been reviewing, but the other things about her day seemed to be eluding her. There had been something on her grocery list, she seemed to recall, and something she’d been meaning to do once she got back home…but who cared? She’d gotten her studying done. Maybe her brain was just fried after all that concentration.

The tram system carried her back to her apartment. The trip was usually tiresome – she’d joked to friends and family that she practically had to go to Poland just to get home every night – but tonight it wasn’t bothering her. A fog had settled in over her mind, a fog that made it difficult to worry about everyday annoyances. She was on autopilot as she made dinner, got her things ready for the next day, and settled into bed, and she got to sleep that night more easily than she had in months.

* * *

The next morning had its ups and downs for Leah. On the minus side, the brain fog from the night before was stronger than ever when she got up, and she found it almost impossible to make it through her morning routine without trouble. She took several minutes to hunt down her toothbrush, she couldn’t remember what she’d been meaning to have for breakfast, and, most troublingly, she seemed to only be able to find clothes in the wrong size. For some reason, everything she pulled out of her closet was much too small, unable to fit over either her boobs or her waist and ass – it was almost like they were bigger, but that made no sense. She also felt an urge to put on some extra makeup, just for good luck, so she was very nearly late to her German test.

On the plus side, she aced the test. All the fog disappeared the instant she picked up her pencil, and she only had to close her eyes to see a perfect image of the conjugation tables. It felt like cheating, but she finished half an hour early and strode out into the hallway. Even with all her trouble earlier, she had to admit she was in a wonderful mood.

Just as she was about to leave, though, Jordan came out of the room after her. “Leah! It looks like you aced the test – did you try the drink?”

Leah wanted to feel irritated with him, with his overly familiar manner, but the fog in her brain simply wouldn’t let her. Instead, she found herself giggling, which she never did. “Like, I did, but you must have aced the test too, right? We were, like, the first ones out!”

“Oh, no, no, no,” said Jordan, laughing. “No, I’m only out here because I didn’t know shit. I know I said that German was an organic subject, but I don’t think I have an organic brain.” He paused, seeming to think for a moment. “Hey…that gives me an idea. This test was a wash, obviously, but maybe you could help me out. With your mind powers, maybe I could get a jump start on the next unit’s verb conjugations! We can’t really talk in the library, so how about at my apartment? It’s just nearby, and my roommates are gone right now.”

Leah felt like she shouldn’t have wanted to say yes, but she did. There was something about Jordan, now that she was really looking at him, that made a mysterious place deep inside of her awaken and begin to stir. He was muscular, she was realizing, and tall, and handsome, and probably a great study partner…so what did she have to lose? “Like, sure!”

Jordan’s apartment really was close by, but the most challenging thing about getting there wasn’t the distance; it was the difficulty Leah was having in keeping her eyes off her new study buddy. If she stared too much, she knew he would notice, but when a man had a face like that, arms like that, an ass like that, how was she supposed to restrain herself?

They spread their books out on the kitchen table in his bright, airy apartment. She could only imagine how much he was paying in rent, and as a college student to boot, but that was his problem, not hers. Somehow, they ended up sitting on the same side of the table – Leah told herself that it was so they could look at each others’ work more easily – and then they began to work.

Compared to Leah, Jordan really was miserable at German. The mental fog closed in when she looked at him, but it vanished when she looked down at her textbook, so she had enough clarity to be able to soak in the new vocabulary. But when she tried to drill him, he missed nearly every question. Still, it didn’t seem to matter; soon, they were both laughing as he mangled yet another dative case, and then she found herself guiding his hand to the correct conjugation in the table, but it was harder to find than she’d expected, and then they were both lingering there, and then, and then…

Her heart was fluttering as he looked up at her. “Listen, Leah, I appreciate your help, but I really feel bad for having asked you here. I’m just not sure I’m ever going to get this.”

“Like, keep trying!” Leah was willing to admit that he wasn’t a natural, but she found that she truly wanted him to succeed. “You’ll get it eventually!”

“I’ll keep studying,” he said. “Well, every now and then, anyway. I just think there’s something more…productive…we could be doing right now.”

“Really?” asked Leah, knowing full well what he meant. Her heart was beating a mile a minute, but her pussy was also twinging with excitement, and she wondered whether he was expecting the same thing that she was. “Like what?”

“Like…this,” he said, and then he was squeezing her hand as he leaned towards her, and their lips were meeting. German conjugations flew out of Leah’s head as she gave into the fog, as she let her mind sink into a haze of arousal. She had been wanting this for a long time, she realized, a very long time, so why wait any longer?

Jordan certainly didn’t intend to. As they locked lips, his hand was already creeping down her back, and she knew that he was moving to grab a handful of her ass. She could have stopped him, but what would have been the fun in that? She wanted this as badly as he did. Instead, she sighed softly as he cupped her soft flesh, as he squeezed and massaged it.

Before she knew quite what she was doing, her hand was traveling down the front of his shirt in turn, fingers creeping down his firm, muscular chest and belly. She could feel his strength, his virility, and those thoughts only made her more eager for what would be coming next. When her hand reached his cock – which she could feel stiffening even through his jeans – she felt a new wave of arousal flowing through her, as well as a new determination to take this further.

“Well,” murmured Jordan, voice surprisingly low and measured, “why don’t we get a few things out of the way first?” He seized her shirt and tugged it over her head; she giggled as it fell to the floor, no longer needed. His own shirt soon followed, and then he retaliated by grabbing her bra, unhooking the clasp in one smooth motion and letting it tumble onto her shirt. She gasped as her tits fell out into the open, but not entirely with arousal. It seemed that her bra was smaller than she remembered, and it felt absolutely wonderful to be free of it, just the same way it felt absolutely wonderful to be free with Jordan.

The sight of Leah’s boobs seemed to hypnotize him. He took one into his hand, gently squeezed and massaged it, tweaked the nipple. She had never felt before that someone was so attracted to her body, so it was absolutely intoxicating to feel his gaze and hands on her. She couldn’t help but turn up the heat, slipping her own hand into his jeans and massaging his member through only the thin barrier of his boxer shorts. She had had sex before, once or twice, but it had never been this hot. How deep did this rabbit hole go?

But Jordan wasn’t satisfied with only her tits. Just as she was relaxing into his massage, his hand traveled down her body and undid the button and zipper of her pants. Before she knew what was happening, his fingers were dancing over her pussy, teasing and rubbing her without quite ever entering her slit. Every now and then, he would brush against her clit, but he would never quite go all the way and give her the pleasure she wanted so badly. She felt her arousal rising to a fever pitch. It was getting harder and harder to resist the urge to simply throw her partner down on the couch or something and ride him then and there, to dispense with all this nonsense, but she knew it would make the finish all the sweeter when it did come.

Still, Leah’s patience would only go so far, and she desperately wanted to get things moving faster. Pushing down his jeans and his boxers, she took his warm, almost-fully-erect cock into her hand and began to pump gently. It was stiff, weighty, and playing with it felt absolutely divine. Its length and thickness were products of his arousal, and she knew that she had caused that arousal. How beautiful was that? After so many years of unrequited love and unreturned sexual attraction, she had finally found someone who found the same way about her that she did about him, even if those feelings only went skin deep. Grinning, she began to pump slightly faster.

Jordan grunted and exhaled, clearly enjoying her ministrations, but he was still capable of striking back. One of his fingers found a place on her clit, gently rubbing and flicking the sensitive nub. His motions sent sparks of pleasure up through her, and she found herself moaning softly in turn. Another of his fingers eased past her pussy lips, sliding gently into her, stretching her oh-so-gently as it wriggled this way and that. The two-pronged attack left her panting and grinding up against his hand, trying desperately to get him to go deeper. This was heaven.

For a few minutes, they went on more or less like that. Leah pumped away at Jordan’s cock, feeling it stiffen between her fingers until it could stiffen no more, and he pleasured her in turn, each of his movements filled with passion. She couldn’t have said how much time was passing; she was aware only of her motions and of his. After all, did anything else really matter? Everything that had been on her mind – German class, her terrible apartment, her student loans – it was all fading away into the fog, replaced by beautiful, addictive arousal.

And then Jordan pulled his hand away. Leah actually gasped in surprise, so addicted was she to the pleasure he was providing. “Like, baby, keep going! I need you…I need you so bad…”

“I want to,” he said. “I want it as badly as you do. But if it’s all right with you, I’d like to raise the stakes.” Fishing around in the pocket of his jeans, he pulled out a condom and showed it to her with a grin. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

Leah’s eyes widened. “Like, yes. Yes, I definitely am!” The idea of having his cock inside her made his fingers seem like old news and sent a new wave of arousal coursing through her. “Fuck, just…just hurry up and…”

And then both of them were kicking off their pants, and he was standing up and slipping on the condom, and she was bending over the table, planting her hands on top of their German notebooks. Her pussy was dripping wet by now, screaming to receive him, and she knew she couldn’t wait much longer, not much longer at all.

It seemed like an eternity before his strong hands finally seized her hips, before his cock pushed up against her pussy opening. She’d gone this far before, but with a man so drunk he hadn’t even been able to get fully hard. Jordan was completely different. His cock was hard as iron, and he was strong, virile, exactly the kind of lover she needed to make sex absolutely unforgettable.

He took a deep breath, and Leah braced herself against the table; then he was easing himself into her. He was about average in terms of length, but thick, thick enough that she had to grit her teeth and take a deep breath as he stretched her open. The pain was worth it, though. As he pushed himself aside, her arousal grew by leaps and bounds, and every one of his movements seemed to send ripples of pleasure coursing through her nervous system. The sensations were so strong now, her lust so powerful, that she knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that Jordan was capable of bringing her to orgasm. And she wanted to get there so badly that she was willing to do almost anything to achieve it.

Once the thick, meaty head of his cock was inside her, the going was downhill. His shaft was a bit slimmer, but the sensation was just as delicious as it slid into her pussy. Each vein and ridge felt different, and she felt a moan escape her lips as the initial pain of their coupling turned into pleasure. Her lover seemed to be enjoying himself as well; he was making a strange growling sound as he pushed into her, and his breath was coming fast and shallow. The atmosphere was hypercharged with arousal now, and nothing was stopping either of them from making their fantasies reality.

At last, Jordan’s pelvis touched Leah’s ass, and his cock was buried inside of her as far as it would go. She felt a brief moment of triumph at having taken him up to the hilt, but she didn’t have long to celebrate her victory, because just then he began to thrust. He went slowly at first, as careful and gentle as he ever was, but even still the sensations he was sending through her were completely new. As wonderful as his fingers had been, this was something fierce, wild, even a little dangerous, and she loved it, absolutely loved it.

As he sped up, the pleasure only got more intense. What had initially been just a few tantalizing sparks had grown into a pile of smoldering embers, and now he was stoking it into a burning blaze of sheer passion. His thick rod was touching places inside of her that she hadn’t known existed, places his finger had never reached, places nothing had ever reached. She pushed her ass back against him, trying to get him to go deeper, to fuck her harder, and in turn he placed a hand on her shoulder, pulling at her with each thrust. The gesture was casual, but it was so erotic as a display of dominance that she found herself melting at his touch.

Soon, Jordan reached a speed and rhythm that made Leah’s insides feel like they were turning to jelly. Deep within her, something began to stir, something that she knew would eventually grant her the orgasm she needed so badly. “Oh shit, baby,” she gasped, “like, oh fuck, just like that, more like that, oh fuck, please…” Her words blended into a steady stream of obscenities, and though her lover said nothing in response, she could feel his cock hardening inside of her, and his breathing grew faster and shallower. She wondered whether he had been more turned on in his life, because she certainly hadn’t.

Once again, they found themselves slipping into a steady, pleasurable rhythm, a beautiful virtuous cycle of lust and stimulation. Leah’s arms were growing weak under Jordan’s assault, and she had to scramble for a better handhold on the table, sending books and papers flying as she scrambled across its surface. He was grunting with each thrust now, clutching her hip and shoulder with an iron grip, and the world seemed to fade away now, and the only thing that existed was that table, and Jordan, and the pleasure that was building inside of her.

And she was close now, very close. There was a fire inside of her, a fire that licked at her organs and threatened to burn her up from the inside out, and she was crying out for him to fuck her harder, to give her that extra push over the edge, and she wondered briefly whether he was close, too, because he was shoving himself into her absolutely as far as he could go, and every one of his thrusts was sweet, beautiful agony for her, and then she was, and then she was, and then she was…

And then she was finally cumming. Fireworks of ecstasy were going off inside of her, and everything in her body seemed to disappear except her pussy, which was now shooting bolts of lightning up to her brain and down to her toes, and the sensation was so intense that she felt her legs shaking. Her arms gave way, and she fell down onto the table, gasping as pleasure coursed through her, scrambling her brain, sending her careening into a pleasurable fog that momentarily blocked out all of reality. This was what she had been missing all her life, and she would be damned if she was going to go without it any longer.

As Leah came back to herself – slowly, gradually – she realized that Jordan must have blown his load. His thrusts into her were firm but desultory, the movements of a man trying to milk the last drops of pleasure from his orgasm. She smiled; she had done it. He must have had sex with more than a few girls over the years, but she had given him something he wouldn’t soon be forgetting. As the last of her orgasm drained out of her, she breathed out, relaxed as he finally pulled out of her. The tabletop was surprisingly comfortable.

“Well,” said Jordan, pulling the condom off his cock and tossing it into the trash, “how was that? Glad you came over?”

“Ach,” said Leah, “so das war gut.”

He laughed. “Would you believe that after two whole years of German, I have no fucking idea what that means?”

“It doesn’t matter, baby,” she said. “Like, you know about what really matters in life. And you’ve helped me learn, too.”

“Helped you?” He smiled. “I think you knew all along.”

“Come on, now, baby,” said Leah, “I may be dumb, but I’m not, like, dumb dumb. I know what that drink did to me. But, like, I’m not mad. I’m so much happier this way. And, like, I could definitely find a job as a German translator, right?”

“You definitely could,” he said, tossing her a towel for cleanup. “And hey, if you keep helping me, maybe I’ll pass the class this semester!”

“Or maybe you’ll fail because you, like, spent too much time with your dick in me,” she said. “But we’ll find out. It’s, like, a science experiment.”

“Well,” said Jordan, “you know what they say. German science is the world’s best.”

“Ja,” said Leah. Glancing out the window, she smiled. It was cold outside, but sunny; she wondered if the nice weather was an early sign of spring. If so, it was sure to be a spring to remember.


Cali Bimbo

Lauren shrank back into her car seat as honking filled the air. The I-10 was as jammed as she’d ever seen it, and exhaust fumes were rising into the sweltering June heat, making the air shimmer like some kind of desert mirage – only this was the kind of mirage that would give you lung cancer. For the past half an hour, she’d been inching forward, creeping towards her exit, which was no more than a mile away. If she had simply gotten out of her car and started walking, she would have been there by now, but she couldn’t abandon the car – not in hot, horrible, vaguely dystopian Los Angeles, where four wheels were your only ticket to anywhere.

And now there had been some kind of accident in the lanes going the other direction, adding a storm of car horns and sirens to her troubles. Idly, she tried to imagine a worse situation to find herself in, but short of the totally improbable – a sudden earthquake, nuclear war, alien attack – nothing jumped to mind. She felt like she was going insane.

This wasn’t supposed to have happened. Lauren’s dream had been to move to sunny Southern California, to fight a little traffic, yes, but to build a successful career in marketing and, on the side, to try to make it as an actor. New York City, where she’d been born, could offer opportunities in TV, but everyone knew that you had to move to LA to be famous. She had wanted to find glamor, fame, riches…but then summer had arrived, and with the boiling hot weather, she found herself as miserable as she’d ever been.

Something had to give, and she was soom glancing heavenward. The smoggy yellow sky gazed down at her, opaque and mysterious. She had never believed in any kind of divine being, but if there was one out there, if it was listening to her, she asked for a sign, any kind of sign to tell her what to do next. Surely, she thought, it shouldn’t be this hard.

But nothing came. Instead, as often happens in life, the immediate problem slowly, agonizingly solved itself. After ten minutes of confusion and rubbernecking, traffic began to inch forward once again, and at last, after two full hours, Lauren was able to step on the gas, speed up the exit, and weave through the suburban streets of Dos Hermanos back to her apartment building.

Once she was home, she found herself wondering what to do for dinner. There was almost nothing in her fridge, and the thought of getting into her car again made her feel physically ill. But…there was another option. Though she hated to use it, because she hated how low she would have to stoop to make it work, she did have a contact who could get her dinner on a night just like tonight. Sighing, she picked up her phone, dialed a number, and pressed it to her ear.

Luckily, it didn’t take him long to pick up; maybe he was on break. “Heyyy, Lauren! Long time no talk, huh? I’m off work in a couple hours, so do you wanna, you know…”

“No, not tonight,” said Lauren, rolling her eyes. Zach was always like this.

“Aww, man! It’s been a whole month! I need to get some of that sugar sometime. Well, anyway, why are you calling? Want a pizza?”

“Okay, Zach, listen, just because we hooked up three times –”

“Four times, actually. I know how the whole moving-to-LA-and-getting-disillusioned thing is, and I’ve been your emotional support fuckbuddy through it all, haven’t I? I should know.” She could just see him grinning on the other end.

“Okay, fine, four times. I bet you’ve made some decisions you’ve regretted in your life, too. But yes, I want a pizza. Is it busy?”

“I know you’ll come crawling back at some point,” said Zach. “You don’t have anything, or anyone, better to do, do you? Anyway, pizza-wise – yeah, the place isn’t that busy. If you put an order in on the website, I’ll bump it up to the front, and you’ll have it in probably half an hour.”

“Great,” said Lauren. “Thanks. I…need this bad tonight. It’s been a day.”

“Oh, yeah, I feel you. Well, I’ll throw some extra cheese on there, just for you. And hey, if you do wanna celebrate Fat Cock Friday one of these weeks, just, you know, let me know.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Lauren, unable to suppress a smile. Maybe Zach only ever had one thing on his mind, but he could also be kind and considerate when he felt like it. What was more, he was the closest thing to a friend she’d made in that awful city. “Well, I’ll see you when I see you.”

“Sure thing,” said Zach. “Well, gotta get back to work – boss is giving me the stink eye. Stay cute!” There was a click, and the line went dead, leaving Lauren feeling vaguely lonely. It was pretty sad that this was the best she could do in terms of social interaction, but hey, her life was what it was. At least she would be getting her pizza.

Zach was true to his word. She wasn’t sure how he did it, but he got the pizza delivered to her in just twenty-five minutes. When she opened the box, she found an extra-cheesy pie covered in spicy cherry peppers – her favorite – as well as, and she sighed when she saw them, black olives arranged in the shape of a dick.

She was already midway through the first slice when she realized there was something else in the pizza bag. Fishing deep down inside its paper folds, she pulled out a can of some kind of soda or energy drink. It was a little dusty, white with a mass of pink Cyrillic letters. The only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly busty woman. Was this Zach’s idea of a prank?

Then she realized that there was a Post-It stuck to the can, covered in squished, messy handwriting. Hey Lauren! On a serious note – you seem like you’re having a hard time right now. It’s not really my place to say this, since we only see each other at our dick appointments, but I think you could use a change. Well, this will do it! Drink this drink, and your life WILL be completely different afterwards. I don’t know exactly how, since I got it from a Kazakh guy downtown and I didn’t really understand his accent. But…maybe you’re feeling lucky. Love, Z

Lauren had to reread the note several times before what Zach was saying really sank in. She could drink some kind of mystery beverage from a former Soviet republic, and if she did, then something completely unpredictable would happen. What kind of a suggestion was that? Why on Earth would she ever risk her health so stupidly?

But then she thought back to her sad little prayer in the car. She’d asked for a sign, hadn’t she? And here it was: a sign, albeit written in letters that she couldn’t read. Drinking what was in the can would be an act of faith, sure, but it had been a long, long time since she’d had any faith in anything at all. And besides, what was the worst that could happen? As long as it didn’t kill her, and hopefully even in Kazakhstan you weren’t allowed to produce deadly soda, she had very little to lose.

She made her decision. Cracking open the can, she took a cautious sip. It was sweet and syrupy, not fizzy at all, and it tasted like apricots. The whole experience was vaguely like downing a can of cough syrup, but the apricot flavor was surprisingly good, and she found herself going back for another sip. What was more, it went well with the pizza.

After downing two more slices and following them up with the rest of the drink, Lauren had very little else to do with her night, as was often the case. Sometimes she’d go out on a date, but that was rare, and other than very occasional auditions, nothing else ever happened for her during the work week.

Instead of dwelling on her loneliness, she flipped on the TV and watched about half an hour of an extremely trashy reality show hosted by a man who looked like the poster boy for a toothpaste brand. It was utterly vapid, but something about its sheer awfulness kept her eyes glued to the TV set; the experience was kind of like watching a train wreck in slow motion. Every five minutes, one of the contestants would sink to some new low in an effort to win the big prize, and she had to find out who would come out on top.

When the show was over, though, she found herself overcome by exhaustion. Something about sitting in traffic really took it out of her, and the day at work had been a real challenge as well. Even though it was hours earlier than normal, she could barely keep her eyes open; instead of fighting to stay awake, she decided to give in to her urges and collapse into bed.

* * *

The morning found Lauren feeling different than usual. Normally, she woke with an unpleasant start, already sick of the day and resentful of the fact that she had to face it, but today she was just in a good mood. She hummed tunelessly in the shower, fussed over breakfast more than usual, put on a little extra makeup just because. The only thing that really got in the way was the fact that everything in her closet somehow seemed to have shrunk overnight, but eventually she found a shirt that she could squeeze into and a skirt that, while shorter on her than it was designed to be, would do the job well enough.

As she went through her morning routine, though, she found that something inside her was beginning to stir. For some reason, everything was…arousing. Even simply seeing herself naked in the mirror was enough to make her think about what her favorite Hollywood hunk looked like under his clothes. Her urge to do her makeup, too, was partly fueled by an elaborate reverie she’d fallen into. That same hunk’s head would turn at the sight of her, she imagined, and a night of passion would be sure to follow. Her pussy was practically growling to be filled, and it was hard to think about anything else.

The thought of work in this condition was just unbearable. Her job was the least sexy thing in the world, endless spreadsheets and meetings and trying to please bosses who cared nothing for her. She had never once called out sick, and technically she wasn’t sick this time either, but she found herself dialing her boss’ number anyway. Whipping up a congested-sounding voice, she got him to let her off for the day, and then she was free.

Only…what did she want to do with herself? Her pussy was crying out to be satisfied, but it wasn’t as if the neighborhood was filled with horny men ready to take her at the drop of a hat. She had to find someone, someone accessible, someone who was sure to be free at this time of day, someone…horny…

Then it came to her. Dialing another number on the phone, she did an impatient dance waiting for him to pick up. At last, his voice greeted her; he sounded absolutely terrible, like he’d been out drinking the night before. “Uh…Lauren? What’s up?”

“Um, like, hi, Zach,” she said, finding herself momentarily lost for words. “I hope you’re not at work. Um…I know it’s not the usual time, and I know we just talked last night, and it sounds like you’re kind of tired, but…”

“But…what?” he asked. “Wait, are you asking for…”

“Yes,” said Lauren. “Just, like, come over, please? I drank the drink you sent, and now, like, I need you. I need you bad.”

“Oh shit, you did?” His voice was a mixture of fear and excitement. “Damn, I didn’t think you really would. I’m coming over, then. Give me half an hour.” He hung up, and she felt her stomach filling with butterflies. He was really coming over. He was really going to give her what she needed so desperately.

The wait for Zach was nearly unbearable, but at last, after a wait that was closer to forty minutes than to thirty, a knock came at Lauren’s door. She practically tripped over herself in her rush to get it open, and when she did she found Zach standing there, sporting his familiar leather jacket and a bad case of five-o’-clock shadow. Maybe he wasn’t her Hollywood hunk, but then this wasn’t Hollywood. It was all she could do not to simply throw herself onto him right then and there. “Hi, Zach,” she said, a little shyly.

“Hey,” he said, eyes raking her body. “Damn, something’s different with you. That drink really made some changes.”

“Oh,” she said, looking down at herself, “like, you think so?” Come to think of it, it was pretty unlikely that all the clothes in her closet had shrunk overnight. Maybe she had grown. Straightening up, she gave him a wink. “Do you wanna…get a closer look?”

“Hell yes,” he said, stepping inside and letting the door shut behind him. “You know me. I’m a dependable guy. I’m gonna be there for you, aren’t I?”

“I appreciate it,” said Lauren, and then she couldn’t hold herself back any longer, and she was stepping forward, wrapping her arms around him, pulling him in for a passionate kiss. He seemed more than a little surprised, but he made no move to stop her, and within a few moments he was relaxing into her embrace, wrapping one of his arms around her. His free hand traveled down to her ass, beginning to massage and knead the soft flesh.

She sighed, overcome with arousal. In fact, now that Zach was here in her arms, the beast inside her, the hungry beast that wanted so badly to be satisfied, was more restless than ever. The kiss was nice, but she wanted more, needed more. She let one of her arms travel down his chest, tracing over his pecs, his abs – he was surprisingly muscular, she had found – and finally down over his belt buckle. And then she was feeling up his crotch, squeezing his rapidly-hardening cock through his pants.

He broke off the kiss, gazing into her eyes. “You’re horny today, aren’t you? I mean…damn.”

“Like, is that a problem, baby?” Lauren grinned.

“Fuck no,” said Zach. “Let’s get a few of these clothes out of the way, huh?” He pulled off his jacket and tossed it to the side, and then his hands were on her work shirt, hastily undoing the buttons before he finally pulled it off and let it fall to the ground. She wasn’t wearing a bra – none of hers had fit at all, and her plan had just been to try not to let any of her coworkers get a good view of her chest – but now that decision felt like serendipity. Her lover’s gaze was fixed on her tits from the moment their thin fabric protection fell away, and at last he gave them a gentle slap. “Well, I don’t know how that drink did what it did, but I’m sure as hell not complaining.”

“You’re funny,” she said, giggling. “Now come here.” And then she was pulling his own shirt over his head, revealing his skinny but fairly well-toned torso. The sight was familiar enough to her now that seeing it again felt like slipping into an old pair of jeans, but the sexiest old pair of jeans in the world. She stopped massaging his crotch, instead beginning to search for his zipper. It was time to get this present fully unwrapped.

“Ah ah ah!” he said. “Now it’s my turn.” And then his fingers were scrabbling over her skirt, eventually finding the hidden zipper in the back that kept the whole thing in place. One quick motion later, it was tumbling to the floor around her ankles, and then she was naked except for her panties – which, she realized, her pussy was already beginning to soak through. “Fuck,” he said, “you really are desperate, aren’t you?”

“Like, maybe I am,” she said. “There’s no problem with that, is there?” Her fingers finally found the zipper of his jeans, pulling it down, then finding the button and undoing that. Then there was nothing left to stop his pants from falling down around his knees, revealing his now rock-hard cock, which was barely contained by his thin underpants. “Besides, it looks like I’m not, like, the only one who’s turned on.”

“You got me,” he said, and then he was pulling Lauren in for another kiss, and his fingers were diving into her panties, sliding along the edges of her soaking slit. He was finally going in for the kill, finally pleasuring her directly, and the sensual process of getting undressed had made that sensation all the sweeter now that it was here at last. She moaned softly into the kiss, luxuriating in the feeling of his lips on hers.

But she wasn’t about to simply lie back and take it. She had a few things of her own she wanted to do, and she answered his skilful motions by slipping a hand into his underwear and beginning to gently massage his thick shaft. The pattern of veins under the skin gave it a texture all its own, and as she rubbed him, she reflected that that pattern was unique to him, much like a fingerprint. There were many people around the world having sex at that moment, but this passion, the passion between the two of them, was something different and unique, theirs and theirs alone.

And it was the best in the world, too. Just as Lauren was getting comfortable, Zach surprised her by slipping a finger inside of her. The burst of sensation came with no warning, and she broke away from the kiss and gasped. But the feeling of having him inside her, the feeling of being stretched open, was exactly what she had been craving, and even in her surprise she felt a surge of pleasure. Calling him had been the right move after all. Maybe their relationship was a little weird, but he was the only man in the world who could give her what she wanted right now.

She hoped that she was that for him, too. As she rubbed him, she remembered an old, time-tested piece of advice that someone had once given her. Reaching her other hand down past the first, she gently cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers. They were swollen and heavy, tantalizingly weighty, and the thought that all that weight was for her was incredibly alluring. She could practically reach out and touch her reward, but she would have to earn it, to coax it out of its hiding place by any means available.

The world began to fade away as they fell into a steady rhythm. Zach’s finger danced inside of Lauren’s pussy, seeking out the hidden places that she hadn’t even known were there, but that sent a frisson of pleasure coursing through her when he found them. Her own hands massaged his cock and balls, eliciting sighs and occasional grunts of pleasure from him. They were locked in a pleasurable cycle, and the temperature seemed to be rising by the second.

But Lauren wanted more, needed more, than just this. Looking up at Zach, she stopped her ministrations for a moment. “Um…Zach, baby? Can I ask you for, like, a favor?”

“Depends on what kind of favor,” he said, letting his hands come to a halt. “Do you want me to fuck you? Because I’m all over that.”

“Well, not just that,” she said, blushing slightly. “It’s just…I’ve always kind of had a fantasy, and, like, I never would have asked you before, but now, with that drink, it’s like I don’t feel as weird about it, and I was just wondering if…if you would take me in the ass. I, like, prepped earlier.”

Zach paused, squinted down at her. “Are you actually asking if I want to fuck that booty?” He gave it a slap, and she saw him grin as the flesh jiggled under his fingers. “Of course I do! Hell yes. Oh hell yes!”

“Then, like,” said Lauren, “what are we waiting for?” She led him over to the couch and did her best to get into a comfortable position while he slipped on a condom and lubed up. Her insides were buzzing with anticipation, practically crying out with impatience now that the thing she’d wanted for so long was closer than ever.

And then he was kneeling behind her, and his rod was pressing at the entrance to her hole. She had practiced with dildos before, had gotten comfortable enough to take something even slightly larger than he was, but it was different with a real cock, a cock attached to a living, breathing man. As he began to push into her, she felt his warmth, the slight pulsing of his heartbeat in his cock, and the sensation was so arousing that she almost didn’t notice the twinge of pain that had never gone away, no matter how much she practiced. It was worth it, though. It was so worth it.

Zach’s head stretched her almost to the limit, and she had to grab fistfuls of couch cushion to keep herself from crying out, but she had been here before, and she knew that this discomfort would only make the pleasure better. And, anyway, it began to abate soon enough. By the time he was an inch or two inside her, she’d managed to take the whole head and was onto his shaft, which was narrower and more manageable.

That was when she began to feel the first hints of what was to come. Because his shaft was thin enough to be comfortable, she could appreciate its bumps and ridges, the feeling of it sliding into her. Being stretched this way was different than taking a cock in her pussy, but the thrill of having something push into her was exactly the same. The few sparks of pleasure he was giving her now went flying through her nervous system, rushing off to some hidden pool where they would build up, waiting for the orgasm that she was now sure would hit her sooner or later. She could hardly wait.

And then Zach’s cock found its way to the hidden zone of pleasure inside Lauren, the place that she was forever searching for with a dildo but could rarely reach. Somewhere deep inside her asshole, there was a place where every movement felt like an electric shock, where every tiny bit of stimulation was amplified a thousand times, and he had hit it right away. She gasped, moaned, gripped the cushion harder, not out of pain but out of sheer arousal. “Oh…oh fuck, baby! Like, right there!”

“Oh shit,” said Zach, between ragged breaths. “Already? I guess I have your number, babe. In more ways than one!” His cock bottomed out inside her, right in the center of her secret place, and then he began to pump in and out. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her ass was a little painful, but the pain was worth it for the sheer pleasure, the pleasure of having the edges of her anus stretched wide, of having them adjust to the contours of his shaft. And that wasn’t even taking into account the ecstasy of having him thrust in and out of the zone of orgasmic pleasure deep inside her. This was anal sex as she’d always dreamed it would be: challenging, maybe, a little painful, but also the key to arousal beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

As he sped up, it only got better. She heard herself crying out, gasping with delight as ripples of sensation coursed through her. Men always wanted vaginal, but with that she was often only able to cum if they remembered to pleasure her clit as well, but this was completely different. The point was the penetration, and it was as simple for her to enjoy as it was for him. “Fuck! Oh…shit…shit!”

“You like that?” grunted Zach, and then he was stepping up the heat, pumping into Lauren faster and faster until he was up to a decent cruising speed. He was climbing towards his own orgasm, she realized; his face was contorted with concentration, and his wise-guy attitude was almost completely gone, replaced by a grim, almost primal determination. She hadn’t seen him like this, not even the other times when they’d had sex. This was different, different and ten times better.

She was right beside him on the journey to climax. A steady stream of pleasure was flowing through her now, each thrust of his sending more sparks zapping up through her nerves and into her central reservoir. Her orgasm wasn’t only theoretical anymore, far from it; it was something that would happen, and the only question was, in how long?

Lauren moaned, clutched at the couch, and found herself slipping into an unconscious rhythm. With each of his thrusts into her, she would push her ass back to meet him, taking him even deeper into her tight hole, even deeper into the tender, sensitive zone that he was already stimulating so splendidly. Even with how wonderful it already felt, she thought he was getting better with each repetition, driving a little deeper, sending a little more pleasure coursing up through his body.

She was very close now. He thrusted, she gasped; he grunted, she pushed back at him; he clutched her ass tighter, she grabbed more of the couch, trying desperately to hang onto some kind of stability in this wonderfully disorientating orgy of pleasure. She was climbing higher and higher with each thrust, the pool inside her filling up drop by drop, and it was lapping at the edges now, threatening to break its banks, and he was still thrusting, and now a few drops were spilling out, sending little shivers through her, and then he did something particularly wonderful, something she could never have described, and it felt like it would all be too much, and it was all too much, and then, and then…

And then Lauren was cumming, cumming like she’d never cum before. The tidal wave of ecstasy that engulfed her was like all the pleasure that she’d been feeling over the last minutes rolled into one massive explosion of sheer bliss, crashing through her entire body, leaving her barely aware of reality, shaking like a leaf and crying out. This…this…her entire life had been leading up to this. How had she missed out on it for so long?

Zach was cumming too. Maybe he’d started just before she had, or maybe he’d lasted slightly longer, but as she came down from her own orgasmic peak she realized that she could feel the warmth of his cum through the condom, and that his thrusts had grown wild, random, very nearly out of control.

Finally, though, both of them had to return to Earth. Lauren realized that she was soaked in sweat, still trembling slightly from the sheer intensity of her climax. Zach was gasping with exertion as he pulled out, clearly tired beyond words. She watched his face as he searched for words, but eventually all he got out was an emphatic “fuck!”

“Like…I feel the same way, baby,” she said, grinning. “Fuck.”

“I never thought it would feel like that,” said Zach. “I really didn’t. That drink is something else, huh?”

“It’s not really the drink,” said Lauren, getting up and grabbing a box of tissues. “It’s like…this is how I always was, you know? And now I get to be who I really am.”

“That’s deep,” said Zach, slipping off the condom and tossing it into the trash. “Real deep. But hey, that shit slapped, and that’s what matters to me.”

“I agree,” she said, smiling. “Like, where was that all my life?”

“Yeah,” he said. “If you get any other crazy ideas, do us both a favor and don’t ever keep them to yourself. You’re kind of a genius, you know?”

Lauren laughed. “Oh, stop!” It was kind of funny, though, wasn’t it? The fog that had descended over her mind had made it impossible to go to work, but it had made it possible to have the best sex of her life. She felt dumb in one way, but in another way, she felt smarter than ever. It was strange how these things worked out.

Oh, well. As the old saying went, why ask why? Stepping toward Zach, she took his cock into her hand once again. He looked up at her, surprised, but she only grinned. She had never felt more ready for round two.


Seoul Bimbo

The sun had already set by the time Seo-yeon finally got away from the office, and then she still had to go to the grocery store on the way home. It wouldn’t be so bad, she reflected as she crammed into a packed metro car, if she were paid decently for her work – but she wasn’t, not as the low woman on the office totem pole.

So it was a long ride indeed out to the neighborhood where she had been able to find an apartment that she could afford. Her parents had wanted her to stay with them and save money, but she’d wanted a life of her own. And what a life it had turned out to be: long commutes, drudgery, and only the occasional social event or date to bring a little bit of excitement into the mix. Was it really worth it, then? Maybe not, but she wasn’t about to give her father the satisfaction of knowing that he’d been right all along.

As usual during the post-work rush, the store was packed. Seo-yeon had only come for eggs, vegetables, and sesame oil, but the line to check out snaked so far through the aisles that she found herself picking up duplicates of a few other essentials as she waited, just so that she wouldn’t have to come again anytime soon. Even though the weather outside was cold, it was hot crammed together in line with dozens of other people, almost as miserable as the train had been. It was Friday night. Was this how Friday nights would be for the rest of her life?

Just when she was wondering how things could get any worse, they did. As she finally set her groceries down on the checkout counter, she realized that she knew the man standing behind the register. There wasn’t anyone in the world she wanted to see less, but he had already begun scanning her purchases, and it was too late to back out. Instead, she gave him what she hoped was a friendly smile. “Hello there, Min-jun.”

“Seo-yeon! Long time no see!” Min-jun smiled. They had gone to school together for several years, and Min-jun had dated one of Seo-yeon’s best friends, so they’d spent a lot of time in each other’s company. He seemed to have no shame about his job as a cashier, which he used to finance his musical ambitions, and he also seemed to believe that he and Seo-yeon were much closer than they actually were. “Had a long week?”

“Yes,” said Seo-yeon. Clearly, it was obvious how tired she was. “I’m looking forward to taking some time for myself this weekend.”

“Well, in that case,” said Min-jun, “take this.” He dropped a can of something into her shopping bag, but it was lost in the folds of the plastic before she could get a good look at it. “It’s a store trial for a new product, and I’m selecting you for one of the free samples! So just try it, come back, and tell us what you think.”

“Um, right,” said Seo-yeon, barely paying attention. She was realizing that Min-jun was looking at her in that way he always did. It made her uncomfortable, not because he was unattractive (far from it, actually, and there had been a time when she’d had a girlish crush on him), but because she just wasn’t sure how to deal with the idea that someone she’d known since her school days would…want her like that. “Well, maybe I’ll see you next time. If I get your lane again.” She forced a chuckle.

“Yes, of course!” said Min-jun. “And try the drink. Trust me! I’ve heard good things about it, and my boss didn’t tell me to tell you that, either. Have a nice night, and party it up – it’s Friday, you know?”

“You too,” said Seo-yeon, before realizing, a moment later, that Min-jun would probably be working until close and totally unable to “party it up.” Oh well. Groceries in hand, she walked out of the store and made her way down the few blocks to her apartment building.

It wasn’t that her apartment was bad, exactly. The building was clean and fairly well-maintained, and it was absolutely quiet. It was just…it was all so soulless, sterile, dripping with the hollow modernity of the late 80s. She couldn’t have picked her apartment block out of a lineup, and the room itself was just as forgettable.

At least getting a free sample was mildly exciting. She didn’t trust Min-jun further than she could throw him, and she never worked out, so that wouldn’t have been very far – but if the store was handing the product out, it had to be decent in quality. Fishing through her grocery bag, she pulled out the mysterious can, examined the label, and raised her eyebrows.

The only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman, and the rest of the surface was covered in text that read like it had been poorly translated from Russian or something. Apparently, the can contained “Health Drink ‘Akhmatov,’” which it claimed was very beneficial for the general functioning of the female body. It hardly seemed like a good idea to drink something of such strange origins.

But then what else would Seo-yeon do with her Friday night? Other than turning on the TV and catching whatever happened to be on, she had nothing to do but to go to bed. There was entertainment in the city – bars, movies, clubs – but it was already so late, and she was already so exhausted, and the thought of leaving again was just overwhelming. Trying a suspicious health drink was as interesting as the night was likely to get.

She set rice to cook in the rice cooker, then chopped up a few vegetables and a slightly old piece of leftover pork belly. It was all frying on the stove before she finally cracked open the can and took a sip. The first thing she noticed was the arresting flavor. It was sweet and syrupy, but it wasn’t like other fruit drinks, with their familiar notes of peach or strawberry. Instead, it tasted like apricot, and she imagined some sunny orchard far away in the Caucasus, with yellow and orange fruit hanging from the boughs of the trees and littering the grassy ground. The flavor no doubt really came from a Russian chemical plant, but that was much less appealing. Despite its strangeness, though, the drink really was good, and she found herself practically gulping it down; the stir fry wasn’t even done by the time she was sucking the last drops out of the empty can.

Then something strange began to happen. As Seo-yeon poked and prodded at the vegetables in the pan – something her mother had always warned her against, because, she’d said, they would never cook properly if you kept moving them around – she felt a fog settling in over her mind. She’d been worried about half a dozen things, between projects at work, tension with coworkers, rent, and bills, but all of that just seemed not to matter anymore. The vegetables and pork, cooking there in front of her, were mildly relevant to her life (they were her dinner, after all), but absolutely nothing else was.

And it was kind of nice, kind of…freeing. Seo-yeon was a worrier and always had been, but now that nagging little voice in the back of her mind, that little voice that insisted that she should be remembering to do this and that or checking up on one thing or another, was simply gone. She was at peace for the first time in years, and she found herself falling into a sort of trance.

She was roused by the smell of burning garlic. With a yelp, she realized that she’d let the dinner go too long in the pan. It wasn’t too far gone, still edible, but she’d just lost track of time somehow. Grabbing herself some rice from the cooker, she arranged everything on a plate, got a spoon and chopsticks out of a drawer, and sat down to eat.

As she did, though, she noticed something else happening. Something was stirring deep inside of her, something that rarely, if ever, raised its head. Images of men were suddenly flashing through her head: the cute mailman she sometimes saw doing his rounds, the leading actor from her favorite drama (it was her favorite for a reason), and even one or two of the stars from the boy band she’d liked back in her school days. Her cheeks flushed as arousal suddenly washed over her.

And why not? She hadn’t had sex in over a year, and even then it had been with her stony-faced, dispassionate ex-boyfriend. And since then…she hardly ever masturbated, since it felt dirty, and she hadn’t made a serious attempt to get into a new relationship, either. Maybe it was odd that her sex drive was awakening now, when she was exhausted on a Friday night, but it was bound to have happened sooner or later.

The question was…what would she do with it? She thought of the top drawer in her bedside table, where her vibrator was hidden, but then she shook her head. The thought of jilling off didn’t give her any feelings of shame, not anymore, but she also knew it wouldn’t truly satisfy her. She needed something real, something hot and sexy that she could reach out and grab, something alive.

But that wasn’t likely to happen. Swallowing the last bite of rice, she resolved to create a few dating profiles the next day, just to get the ball rolling, but there would be no instant gratification for her. After all, finding someone to have sex with really wasn’t easy. It wasn’t like men just reached out and said hey.

Just then, her phone buzzed. Flipping it over, she saw a text from Min-jun, who’d last messaged her months before. Hey, long time no text! Did you try that drink I gave you?

Yes, she sent back. Is there any chance you could come over? Like, now?

* * *

Min-jun hadn’t been able to come right away, but at least Seo-yeon wouldn’t have to wait until the grocery store closed. His shift only went for another hour, and the extra time had given her a chance to freshen up her makeup and pick out a new outfit, one which was far more flattering than what she’d been wearing at the grocery store. Maybe he wasn’t the man of her dreams, but she was sure he could do what she needed, and if that was the case, she had to set the right mood before getting things rolling.

She was so absorbed in her preparations that the sound of knocking at her apartment door startled her. Hurrying across the room, she opened it to find him waiting there, still wearing his grocery store uniform. “Min-jun!” she gasped. “Just in time!”

“Just in time for what?” He flashed her what she was sure was a knowing smile. “Did something…happen with the drink?”

“I can’t, like, explain,” she said, “but everything feels, like, different. And there’s, um, something I need your help with.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned. He had to know by now, he just had to. “What kind of thing?”

“I…I…” Arousal was rising inside her, and as it did, the fog was closing over her mind. Finding words was more and more difficult, and she wanted nothing more than to just have him understand. Reaching out, she took his hand in hers; he stiffened in surprise, then relaxed. “I need you.”

“I think we can make something work,” he said, and then he was leaning down, and she was looking up at him, and their lips were meeting. A new arousal flared up inside of her as his tongue delved into her mouth, a passionate lust that seemed to lick at her from the inside. Min-jun thought he knew what he was getting himself into, but he didn’t, not even a little bit. He couldn’t begin to comprehend how badly she wanted this, or the lengths she would go to to finally calm the urges inside of her.

It was mere moments before her hands were scrabbling over the buttons of his shirt. She was clumsy with haste and arousal, but that didn’t matter, nothing mattered. Soon she was tearing it off, watching it fall to the ground – but her plan backfired. The sight of his bare torso, of his surprisingly-toned abs, only filled her with new lust, made her even more eager to see him completely naked.

But then he was striking back, breaking off the kiss, hands seizing the hem of her t-shirt. She’d gone with that and a short skirt, clothes that she knew would be easy to take off, and she was glad she had, because it was clear that Min-jun wasn’t feeling patient either. Seconds later, the shirt was tumbling to the floor to join his own, and then all that was stopping him from grabbing her tits directly was her lacy bra. “Fuck,” he whispered, “you’re hot.”

“I know,” said Seo-yeon, “but the crazy thing is, I only realized it an hour and a half ago.” And then she was plunging her hand down into his work pants, gently squeezing and massaging his cock through his underwear. It was hardening bit by bit, slowly rising to attention between her fingers, and it was incredibly erotic to think that she was the reason for that.

Min-jun’s fingers moved up to her bra strap, fiddling with the clasp until he finally got it open. She’d never once been with a man who could get into a bra on the first try, but something about their fumblings was oddly arousing to her. Maybe it was the way that their clumsy motions showed just how determined they were to win the big prize; either way, she wasn’t annoyed, and as her bra fell to the ground, she luxuriated in the feeling of his gaze on her tits.

Soon, he couldn’t be satisfied with just looking anymore. Clamping a hand onto one of her mammaries, he began to knead and squeeze, clearly enjoying the feel of it in his grasp. Seo-yeon felt like a piece of meat, but that feeling was hot somehow, and she felt a soft moan escaping her lips. His cock was almost fully at attention now, straining against his pants, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she would get to play with it for real. She could hardly wait.

Then he paused, his hand halting its movements on her breast. “Seo-yeon, would you do me a favor?”

“Like, what kind of favor?” she asked, looking up at him. What wouldn’t she have done for him?

“Well,” he said, “I was just wondering whether you could…get me ready. With, um, your mouth.” The shyness in his voice wasn’t what Seo-yeon had expected, but she found it endearing all the same.

“You don’t have to, like, ask me twice,” she replied, smiling wickedly. Any kind of sex sounded good to her right now…but there was something raw, something real about having this man’s cock pushing past her lips. There was no reason to wait any longer; sinking to her knees, she undid the button of his pants, slid down the zipper, and then let them fall down around his knees. Then only his underpants remained, but they were no defense, of course. Hooking her fingers through the waistband, she pulled them down and let them join his pants.

Then his cock was staring her in the face. Up close and personal like this, it was bigger than she’d thought, large and virile, and it was all she could do to stop herself from simply throwing herself onto it. But she knew that it would feel better for the both of them if she started slowly and then brought things up to speed later, so that was exactly what she did. Reaching out, she traced a finger along the length of his shaft, feeling the pattern of veins and ridges. He stiffened even more at her touch, and soon his rod was standing at attention, fully erect.

Seo-yeon found the sight hard to resist. Taking Min-jun’s cock into her hand, she began to pump oh-so-slowly, far too slowly to satisfy him – but certainly enough to make him eager for more. At the same time, she reached up with her other hand and cupped his meaty balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. Her reward awaited her within, she knew, and it was incredibly erotic to feel it in her grasp.

Still, though, he hadn’t asked for a handjob, had he? She had agreed to do more – and she intended to hold up her side of the bargain. Leaning forward, she took the very tip of his cock into her mouth. It tasted like pure arousal, and it was wonderful to feel it stiffening even more between her lips. She began to swirl her tongue around it, gently teasing him, and enjoyed the sound of his breathing growing faster, ragged with arousal.

That meant that it was time to turn up the heat. Inch by inch, she began to let more and more of his cock into her mouth. Every vein, every curve felt slightly different, and once she’d started to take him, it was very hard to stop. Before she knew it, he was butting up against the back of her throat, and she could go no further. She heard him exhale hard and knew that this had to feel very, very good.

Soon, Seo-yeon was falling into an easy rhythm. Bobbing up and down on Min-jun’s cock, she’d swirl her tongue around it as she bounced up, suck gently as she took him in once more. She kept up her gentle teasing of his balls all the while, and soon he was so enraptured by her motions that he was thrusting into her mouth, trying desperately to squeeze more pleasure out of the tryst.

Even though he was the one getting the most out of the blowjob, though, she was also enjoying it immensely. She’d only ever sucked off one other man, but that had been completely different and much less memorable. This time, each of his motions, each grunt, each grimace, was sending arousal cascading through her. At the beginning, she’d certainly been turned on, but by now her insides were raging with desire.

For a few minutes, they went on like that. Seo-yeon worked her magic, and Min-jun’s face grew more and more flushed as her motions sent pleasure cascading through him. But then he could take no more. Gently, he placed a hand on her forehead and pushed her off his cock. “Fuck. Fuck! You’re good. You’re very good.”

“Like, do you think so?” She smiled innocently up at him, flush with pride. “And…are you ready for what comes next?”

“Definitely,” said Min-jun, kicking off his pants and shoes. “The bed, or…?”

“The bed, agreed Seo-yeon, and then she was taking his hand, leading him back through her small apartment to her bedroom. It was a bit messier than she usually kept it, but there was no time now for shame. Pulling off her skirt and panties, she tossed them aside and climbed onto the bed. On her back, her legs spread, there was nothing left to do but to wait for him to slip on a condom, and then he was placing his hands on her hips, getting ready to enter her.

She wasn’t quite sure what she’d been expecting, but the explosion of arousal that coursed through her as his cock spread her pussy lips was stronger than anything she’d ever experienced. Maybe it was just that they’d spent so long on foreplay, but, as she moaned and writhed, she also wondered whether it had something to do with the drink. Well, if it did, she was hardly complaining. The few other times she’d had sex hadn’t been nearly this intense, and all she wanted was for him to keep going, to push further, to make her feel even better than she did now.

There had been some resistance as his head slipped inside, but once that was done, the rest was fairly easy going. Having his cock between her fingers had been nice, and having it in her mouth had been wonderful, but this was different; this was pleasure beyond anything she’d experienced before. Her insides felt like they were searing with arousal, and every tiny motion of his cock sent waves cascading through her.

As Min-jun bottomed out, Seo-yeon felt his thumb on her clit. Most men never bothered, so the gasp that escaped her lips was partly out of surprise, but it was mostly out of pure delight. His cock in her pussy was amazing enough, but as he rubbed the sensitive nub, the two different dimensions of sensation combined to short-circuit her nervous system. She hadn’t thought this could possibly have gotten any better, but it just had.

The next few minutes blended together in a pleasurable haze. Her lover had soon gotten up to cruising speed with his thrusts, slapping in and out of her in a perfect rhythm that was neither too fast nor too slow. She found herself moaning, clutching the sheets, pushing up against him; as she did, he grunted, gasped, forced himself deeper inside. This was addictive, intoxicating, truly unforgettable. She had no consciousness of anything outside their little bubble anymore, and nothing seemed to matter except the symphony of their pleasure.

And that symphony was now entering a crescendo. The pleasure wasn’t simply flowing through Seo-yeon; it was building up in the secret place inside her, the hidden place that would store it until it was ready to be unleashed. Every thrust of his seemed to feel even better, even more wonderful, and she was gasping and crying out for more, needing to see where he could take her, needing that more than she’d ever needed anything in her life. How had she gone without this for so long?

But Min-jun was also clearly nearing his limit. It was impressive that he’d lasted through her blowjob and minutes on end of hot, passionate sex, but there wasn’t a man in the world who could keep it up forever. His face was contorted with exertion, and sweat was beading on his forehead. She had done this to him, she thought. That knowledge was incredibly arousing, and it made the pleasure coursing through her all the sweeter. And now that pleasure was building, and each of his thrusts was setting off a firework within her, and it was getting better and better, and she was gasping, moaning, feeling that secret place deep within her packed full, ready to burst at the seams, and then his cock twitched, or he hit some especially wonderful place, and it was all too much, and, and…

And she was cumming. A blast of ecstasy left her mind a blank for what felt like several seconds as pure, unadulterated pleasure came crashing through her body. Her muscles seemed to seize up, and her legs shook as she was overcome by the most wonderful, beautiful orgasm she had ever had. She screamed, nearly tearing the sheets between her fingers, pushing her pelvis up against his to get the absolute most out of this moment, which she was entirely certain was the culmination of her entire existence on Earth. Time seemed to fade away.

But then, as soon as it had arrived, it was ebbing away. Seo-yeon’s chest heaved as she began to return to herself, mind slowly clearing – although the fog from before was still there. Min-jun had cum too, it seemed, because he was pulling out of her, making to pull the condom off. She had half a mind to tell him not to, to try to make the moment last forever.

“If you ever have another problem like this,” he said,  “just…call me. I’d be happy to help.”

“You’re, like, so generous,” she said, smiling. “You get absolutely nothing in return, and still –”

“Yeah, yeah, you got me,” he said. “That was some of the best sex I’ve ever had. Can you blame me for wanting to do it again?”

“No,” she said. “By the way, you said you wanted some feedback on the drink, didn’t you? For the store?”

“Oh, uh, I did,” he said. “How was it?”

Seo-yeon grinned. “Five stars.”


Apartment Bimbo

“Now…this place is how much?” Hannah was peering at the groutwork along one edge of the kitchen counter, boring into the craftsmanship with her eyes.

“$1650 a month,” said Michael from the kitchen table. “And can you hurry this up?”

“For $1650 a month, you’d think they would have done a better job on the tiling,” she said. “It’s uneven. And no, Michael, I can’t hurry this up. Sorry, but this apartment needs to be absolutely perfect – otherwise, what are we even moving here for?”

“There are lots of other reasons,” he said. “My job. Your job. Putting a little distance between ourselves and our parents. I guarantee we’ll have better things to do than stare at groutwork all day.”

“But if I know it’s there, it’ll bother me,” she shot back. “Besides, I’m tired of living in crappy apartments. We’re making a little more now, and I want something that feels nice for once.”

“Well, we could just take out a lease on my brother’s spare bedroom,” said Michael, checking his phone. “We’ve been there so long now, it’s like we’ve moved in. He agreed to one week, and I thought two was pushing it, but now we’re coming up on three.”

“I know we need to find something,” she agreed. “But this just isn’t it. That grout will haunt me.”

“This time it’s the grout,” he said, “last time it was the curtain rod being slightly uneven, and what is it next time? The lip in front of the shower being half an inch too tall?”

“That would be dangerous,” said Hannah. “We couldn’t live in a place like that.”

Michael sighed. “Well, glad to know that that entirely hypothetical apartment also fails to meet your standards. At least we have one more lined up for today, so it could be that this hasn’t been a complete wash.”

“Let’s go, then,” said Hannah. “God, that grout is staring at me, I can feel it.”

* * *
 

The Southern California sun was beating down hard, but at least the freeway wasn’t too crowded at three p.m. on a Saturday. Hannah was driving, and Michael was flipping through Zillow, looking at pictures of the next apartment. “Well, this place looks all right,” he said. “Ocean view, they claim, and it’s not far from our jobs.”

“I’ll have to get a good look at it first,” she said. “You can’t trust those Zillow pictures. They take them with a fish-eye lens, you know.” Involuntarily, a yawn escaped her. “Gosh, looking at these apartments is tiring. I should have had coffee with lunch.”

“I have just the thing for that,” said Michael. “It should be here somewhere…” He began rummaging around in his backpack.

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Is this another one of your weird…drinks or whatever? I don’t want anything from Central Africa. Those cookies you brought home made me feel weird.” Her boyfriend worked as a food importer, and his company was forever trying to find foreign snack foods that could be a hit in the United States, so he always had unusual things for her to try.

“Well, yes, actually, it is. Oh, here.” He pulled a can out and showed it to her. “The label’s a little strange, and we’ll definitely have to get it redesigned, but the drink tests really well. We’re thinking of signing a deal.”

“You’re right about the label, at least,” said Hannah. It looked very suspicious, even by the standards of what Michael usually brought home with him. There was a mess of Cyrillic letters, which she couldn’t even begin to read, and the only illustration was a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman.

“Come on, try it!” he said, nudging her. “It’s an energy drink that’s aimed at the health food market. The ingredient list is pretty legit.”

“All right, fine,” she said. “I do need a boost.” When they rolled to a stop at a red light, she opened the can and took a sip. The texture was thick and syrupy, and the flavor was unexpected, like apricots in summer, but she couldn’t honestly say that it was bad. Despite the strangeness, she found herself going back for more. “This is pretty good.”

“Good you like it! It’ll help you finish today’s apartment hunt strong.” He sighed. “Lord knows we’ll need strength to get through this.”

Hannah chose to let her boyfriend’s little jab go unanswered, instead focusing on the road and the drink. She was usually the kind of person who left half-empty cans around the apartment because she forgot about them halfway through, but she could never have done that with this drink. The more she gulped down, the more badly she wanted to chug the rest. Even though it came in a tall can, and she got the feeling you weren’t really supposed to down the whole thing in one go, she had emptied it out long before they reached the next apartment building.

She had found this one, so it was she who led the way into the leasing office and picked up the key for the self-guided tour. Then they got into the elevator and rode up to the twelfth floor. As the metal box gently vibrated, she realized that she was feeling…more than a little strange. Her head felt oddly light, and she found that she was having trouble recalling the long mental checklist that she went through whenever they toured an apartment. There had been something about outlets? But that was all she could dredge up.

Speaking of plugging things in, Hannah realized, she was more than a little turned on right now. Usually, her arousal came to her on weekend nights, and very occasionally on a lazy morning on vacation, but never at this time of day. Still, she felt a surge of arousal flowing through her whenever she glanced over at her boyfriend. He really was hot, wasn’t he? She had landed a good one. If only she could rip his clothes off and…

Finally, the elevator dinged, and the doors slid open. Michael led the way down the hall, searching for 12J; when he finally found it, he unlocked the door and stepped inside, and she followed, eyes firmly glued to his ass.

“Well, this looks all right,” he said, glancing over the living area. “Nice and bright. They said ‘ocean view,’ and I guess that technically counts.” He gestured to what had to have been an inch-wide strip of glittering blue water peeking out between two apartment buildings.

“Yeah, like, this is pretty nice,” said Hannah. “We could make this work.”

Michael’s head turned. “Wait, what? You said it was pretty nice? Are you sure that you’re the same woman I got into the elevator with?”

“Yeah, I just like it, you know?” Hannah smiled, but his question made her think. Was it because of the drink that she was feeling so different? After a moment, though, she decided that she didn’t care. She was in a good mood, she had the energy she needed – as the old expression went, why ask why?

The two of them did a circuit through the apartment. Michael had always claimed to be a “big picture kind of guy,” which meant that he was finished almost immediately, and Hannah was the one urging him to take his time, but for this one she didn’t find herself nearly as preoccupied with the little details. She did glance at a few of the outlets, just because, but her heart wasn’t in it. The sun coming in through the windows felt good, the view was nice, and the place already felt like home. What wasn’t to like?

In fact, what drew her attention the most wasn’t any of the apartment’s light fixtures, or the grout in the kitchen backsplash, or the minute scuffs on heavily-trafficked parts of the floor – usually potential dealbreakers – but the bed. She found herself going back to the bedroom once, twice, three times, just to gaze at it. It looked so comfortable, and arousal began to flow through her as she imagined herself having passionate sex with Michael in it, knocking the pillows to the floor, sending the sheets flying this way and that.

And then she couldn’t take it any more. She found him in the kitchen, leaning against the counter; as she walked towards him, he looked up, obviously aware at some level that something was different. “Are you, uh, done looking around?”

“Not quite,” she said, flashing him a look that she hoped he understood. “Like, ever since I had that drink, I’ve been feeling a little strange. It’s not easy to concentrate on the apartment tour, you know? But, like, I think you can help me out.”

“I know that tone of voice,” said Michael. “You can’t be serious. We aren’t the only people with the keys, and somebody could walk in, and –”

“I don’t care,” said Hannah. “Like, I just don’t. I can’t wait anymore.” Stepping towards him, she took his hand in hers. “Come on, please?”

“What the fuck,” sighed Michael. “I guess you only live once.” And then his lips were meeting hers, and passion and arousal were welling up inside of her. She sighed with pleasure. She’d had her share of hookups over the years, but she’d been with Michael for years now, and at this point he felt like an old, comfortable pair of jeans that she looked forward to slipping into every time. He wrapped his arms around her, and for a moment she just relaxed and enjoyed the feeling of being with him.

Still, though, it wasn’t as if she intended to take it slow. There was no time for that. There was a slavering beast inside of her, a beast that cried out for satisfaction, and it was driving her on and on. Breaking off the kiss, she took his hand and pulled him back to the bedroom, where that enticing bed awaited them. “You can’t be serious,” he murmured. “Someone will notice. They’ll figure out what we did.”

“Like, so what?” she said. “We can worry about that later.” And then she was pulling his shirt up and over his head, tugging at the fabric like some kind of crazed animal. She needed to see his naked body before her, and she needed it now. At last, it fell to the floor, revealing his bare torso. Almost in a trance, she ran her hand down his chest and stomach, still unable quite to believe her luck. How did she have this man all to herself?

“You’re eager, aren’t you?” he murmured, voice suddenly low and heavy with arousal. Then his hands were reaching around for the zipper of her dress, pulling it down, shoving the straps off her shoulders. With a quick shake, it was on the floor, and she was free. Before that moment, if anyone had walked in on them, they would still have had some deniability; now all that was gone. She was nearly naked, totally exposed, and she couldn’t have been happier about it.

Shoes, his pants, socks; they were gone faster than she’d thought possible, and then he was fiddling with the clasp of her bra, which he’d never quite learned to slip off easily. It didn’t matter, though; the feeling of his fingers scrambling around behind her back was strangely arousing, a sign of just how desperate he was to get her fully unwrapped. At last he solved the puzzle, tossing the undergarment to the side, and her tits were fully exposed, vulnerable to his hungry gaze. “Like what you see, babe?” she asked.

“Fuck, I’ll never get used to this,” he said. Then his hand was reaching up, and he was pinching one of her nipples between his fingers.  As he began to gently knead her soft flesh, she shivered with arousal, luxuriated in the feeling of having her body worshiped. He had always been a tit man, and that was no different now.

Hannah was so turned on that she didn’t want to wait any longer. Her fingers found his cock, still imprisoned in his boxers, and began to gently squeeze it, coaxing it to attention. Obediently, it stiffened in her grasp, blood flowing through its length as it reacted to a touch it had learned to recognize. His hips moved slightly as he unconsciously pressed against her, looking for more. She smiled; it was good to know they were on the same page. “Let’s take this onto the bed,” she whispered.

“I guess I’ve come this far,” he replied, and then they were lying down on the soft white sheets, and his hands were scrabbling at the waistband of her panties, pushing them down until they could hold him back no longer. In turn, she shoved his own underpants to the side, at last revealing his cock in all its glory. Like some small, eager creature, it burst out to meet her, now fully erect and ready for whatever she had planned for it.

Both of them acted on the same instinct. One of his hands stayed on her breasts, lovingly kneading and squeezing, but the other traveled down to her rapidly-moistening slit. At first, he was content simply to play with her, allowing his fingers to trace along the outside of her opening and come within millimeters of her eager, sensitive clit, but all the same his motions sent pleasure humming through her, leaving her desperate for more. At the same time, she began to jerk him off once again, fingers working back and forth along his shaft. Now, without those silly clothes in the way, it was much more satisfying to play with his member – but they were only getting started, weren’t they?

Just then, one of Michael’s fingers plunged inside her pussy, not far but far enough. The sensation of being suddenly stretched caused Hannah to moan out loud, and with each passing instant it became harder to stop herself from simply throwing herself onto his hand and demanding immediate gratification. Never before had sex felt so urgent, so incredibly necessary. She felt like a diver with an empty oxygen tank, kicking towards the surface – she needed that orgasm, needed it more than she’d ever needed anything in her life, and if there was one man in the world who could give it to her, it was her boyfriend. But she managed to hold herself together with the promise that more would be coming soon.

For now, she had to content herself with taking her lust out on his cock, rubbing it with her fingers in the exact way she knew he loved. With her other hand, she focused on his balls, kneading oh-so-gently and rolling them between her fingers. It had been Michael, after all, who had first taught her not to neglect them – so she felt that she owed him the honor of seeing his instructions put into practice. A grunt escaped his lips, and she knew that her technique was working. A smile spread over her face.

That smile turned into a gasp of surprise as his thumb came to a halt directly on Hannah’s clit. He’d always called this move “going in for the kill,” but he usually saved it for later in their lovemaking – it was as if he knew how badly she needed release. She heard herself sighing long and low as he brushed the sensitive nub in a gentle but relentless circular motion. Nothing else he’d ever tried on her had had quite the same effect as this, and it was what she’d been thinking of when she’d made her advances on him.

For a few minutes, they went on just like that. Michael kept up his assault on her clit and her pussy, fingers tracing intricate shapes across her flesh, while at the safe time she pleasured him in just that perfect way she’d learned that he loved. She felt her temperature rising as pleasure flowed through her, beginning to build up in a reservoir deep within the core of her body. If he only kept this up, then she would be sure to reach the place she wanted to get to so badly. Michael could get her there, she knew he could, so it was just a matter of holding out until he did – but he wasn’t making that easy for her.

At last, Hannah couldn’t take it any more. “Fuck, like, this is great, babe, but…”

“But you need to go further?” He smiled. “I’ve got you.” He pulled his hand out of her, which left her feeling strangely lonely, but that wasn’t going to last for long. Reaching down to the floor for his jeans, he fished a condom out of the pocket, tore open the wrapper, and began to slip it on.

“You were acting like I was coming out of nowhere,” she said, voice teasing, “but now look at you. You were prepared all along.”

“So what if I was?” asked Michael, grinning. “I have a beautiful girlfriend. Can you blame me? Plus, I’m sure my brother will thank us for not getting it on at his place. This might be just a little noisy.”

“Like, can you imagine what the downstairs neighbors will be thinking?” asked Hannah. “They think this apartment is, like, empty.”

“Well, they’ll get an earful,” he replied. “Now…no more talking.” And then he was climbing on top of her, and his lips were meeting hers in a kiss that was somehow even hotter, even more passionate than the one they’d shared before. Hannah’s arousal reached a fever pitch, and she felt as though flames were licking at her from within, pushing her on and on, forcing her to act on her instincts. She moaned softly into the kiss and pushed her pelvis up against him, begging him without words to give her what she needed so badly.

Michael’s cock was pushing against her slit now, the familiar shape of the head pushing her lips to the side as it began to slip into her. He usually liked to go in from behind, so this position felt new and fresh, and the sensations were stronger than usual as he stretched her open and as his member pushed towards her womb. She wrapped her arms around him, partly to feel his warmth against her and partly to brace herself for what was coming next.

Then, without warning, her lover suddenly thrust forward, burying the rest of his length deep inside her pussy. She cried out at the sudden explosion of sensation that burst through her, the twinge of pain and glut of pleasure that came from having him take her so forcefully. Breaking off from the kiss, she found herself crying out. “Oh…oh fuck!”

“You like that?” growled Michael, and then he was starting to pump, shaft sliding in and out of her with the force and energy of a steam-powered piston. The surface of his cock wasn’t smooth, but rather an uneven array of veins and curves, and as he pushed his way inside her, these rubbed against her slit, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through her body. She gasped, reached back, grabbed handfuls of the bedsheets. He was usually as passionate as anyone, but something about this situation had really turned him on.

As her boyfriend’s cock slammed in and out of her, just at the perfect speed that they’d both come to know and love, Hannah realized that the windows just across the room were wide open. They were surrounded by other apartments, all of which had been built with the same trendy floor-to-ceiling picture windows; anyone who glanced over at their building would be sure to catch a glimpse of them, naked bodies writhing against the white bedding. She’d never even considered having sex in this kind of situation before, but that thought sent a surge of arousal through her, making the pleasure Michael was giving her all the sweeter. All those eyes, watching them – what were they thinking, she wondered?

Well, they were certainly giving them one hell of a show. His face was a mask of concentration, and there was a look of fiery determination in his eyes as everything in his world faded away except for her body. His mental state reflected her own; if there were any onlookers, they were irrelevant now, totally irrelevant to the pleasure that was building up inside of her. She could tell that she was getting close, and each of her boyfriend’s thrusts was sending more and more pleasure rushing through her, like a fire roaring higher and higher with each piece of kindling thrown into the blaze.

Everything faded away. He was thrusting, thrusting, and she was gasping, crying out, pushing back. Time passed, seconds, minutes – Hannah had no idea how long, and she didn’t care to guess. All that mattered was her pleasure, and his pleasure, and their movements, and oh God why hadn’t she asked to do this before, and she was getting close now, closer and closer…

Just then, with a yelp, Michael reached his climax. Suddenly, his movements grew savage, fierce, frantic as he thrust into her with all his strength, consumed by an animalistic drive to go as deep as possible, to extract every drop of pleasure from his orgasm that he could. The power behind his thrusts only made the sensations he was sending through Hannah’s body all the better, all the more exquisite, and suddenly she leapt closer, and she was almost there…

It hit her like a freight train. There were orgasms and orgasms, and this was an orgasm, an explosion of human pleasure that could have been measured on the Richter scale. Hannah was screaming, she realized, crying out in a desperate attempt to express the mind-bending pleasure crashing through her. Her limbs trembled, helpless against the spasms that were overcoming her, and for a moment she half-seemed to be floating in a warm infinity, beyond all the cares of the world.

Eventually, though, she had to return to Earth; such is the curse of humanity. Michael had already slowed his thrusting, and now that she saw that she had had her orgasm, he stopped altogether and pulled out of her. “Wow, babe, I mean, normally sex is great, but this time was…”

“Like, yeah,” said Hannah dreamily. “Fuck.”

“Although…we should probably get out of here,” he said. “I mean, some other people might come in to check out the apartment, and then they’d –”

“No, no one else will,” she said, “because, like, I want to lease this one. It’s perfect. We need to do it now.”

“I like it too,” he said, “but damn, really? Isn’t there some little problem with it?”

“Well,” she said, hauling herself up off the bed, “like, maybe. But if we can have sex like that in this place, I think everything else will, like, work itself out.”

And it was true. As they got cleaned up and tried to hide the evidence of their escapade, Hannah realized that sex was the piece of her life that she’d been missing for so long. It wasn’t as if she hadn’t done it with Michael, of course, but rarely was it so passionate, so real, so raw. Finding that feeling again…everything else was irrelevant in the face of that.

Secure in her new resolve, she glanced out the window and took in the view once again, allowing herself a smile. If anyone had been watching them at play, they had better brace themselves for a repeat performance.


Safari Bimbo

The Kenyan sun beat down hard on the little Jeep as it bounced and jostled along the deeply-rutted park road. Chelsea had taken her hat off to use as a fan, but she’d brought no precautions at all against carsickness, which was quickly turning out to be the trip’s real danger. Karanja, the morose, taciturn driver, paid little attention to potholes, simply crashing through them as though they hadn’t been there at all, and their long-suffering vehicle was rocking and swaying like a ship at sea.

It was all worth it, though. It had been Chelsea’s lifelong dream to visit Africa and see the Big Five in their natural habitat, and the safari hadn’t disappointed. They’d gotten to watch through binoculars as a herd of elephants took a mud bath; see a magnificently-maned lion presiding over his tribe under the shade of a baobab; even witness the clash of two male rhinos in front of an interested-looking female. Chelsea had once had two drunk guys fight over her in college, and she had been more invested in trying to find the exit than to see which one of them won, but things were different in the animal kingdom.

The sights were jaw-dropping, to be sure, but by the time the tour was entering its third hour, the curry she’d had for lunch was threatening to leave the fast way. Karanja was unlikely to stop for anything, even a herd of wildebeest, but she was seriously regretting her decision to sit in the third row of the Jeep. She closed her eyes, trying to fend off the worst of the symptoms.

Just then, she felt a gentle nudge from her left. Sven, the Dane who’d told them about how he came on that same safari nearly every year, was flashing her a smile. “Are you doing all right? You look a bit green.”

“I feel a bit green,” said Chelsea. She really wasn’t in the mood for conversation, and she was hoping that the vibes she was giving off were making that clear. Her neighbor was good-looking, she’d give him that much, but she wouldn’t have wanted to make small talk even if he’d been Brad Pitt.

“Well, as it happens, I have something that might help,” he said, fishing around in his backpack. “I picked it up on my travels through Kazakhstan a few months ago, and while I can’t say it looks very promising, it works miracles in exactly this kind of situation.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” she said. “You really don’t need to…”

But it was too late. Sven was already pulling a can out of his backpack and handing it to her. “I insist. It’s the best I’ve ever found. Have some!”

“Um…thank you.” Taking the can, Chelsea scanned the label. She could read absolutely nothing written on it, since all the text was in Cyrillic, and the only illustration was a pink silhouette of a ridiculously-voluptuous woman. It looked more like something you’d expect to see in front of a teenage boy’s gaming setup than anything she would trust enough to put in her body.

That said, she was thirsty. The last water they’d had was with lunch, and the rest was in a Cambro in the back – getting it would require Karanja to stop or slow the Jeep, which he would absolutely not be doing. So this drink was the only readily-available source of hydration she had, and it wouldn’t be wise to pass it up.

Well, if she was going to try the stuff, there was no sense in beating around the bush. Cracking it open, she took a massive mouthful and immediately regretted it. She’d been expecting something fizzy and sugary, but instead it was thick and syrupy. And instead of a normal flavor, like sour apple or berry, the taste was the heady sweetness of apricots. Suppressing a gag, she glanced over at Sven. “This stuff is…interesting.”

“It takes some getting used to,” he admitted. “But wait a few minutes – I promise that it really will help.”

Chelsea doubted that. Holding the open can in her lap, she pretended to be intensely interested in the flat, bare savanna out the window, which was currently devoid of any animal life larger than a bird. If she could hang on to it until dinner, she could probably toss it discreetly, and then Sven would think she’d chugged the whole thing.

As she sat there, though, her queasiness began to fade away. Nothing else had changed about the situation – Karanja was careening ahead with as much determination as ever – so it had to be the drink. Who knew? She had no idea what was in the orange goop, but it really had saved her from having to lean out the window or something. Doing her best to ignore the taste and texture, she downed the rest of the can in a few gulps. “This did help, actually,” she said, turning back towards Sven. “I didn’t think an energy drink could do anything for carsickness.”

He shrugged. “Neither did I. Those Kazakh chemical wizards have a few tricks up their sleeves, I guess.”

“Right,” said Chelsea. Now that her carsickness was completely gone, she could finally enjoy the ride. She spent a few pleasant minutes watching birds darting up into the air, disturbed by the sound of the Jeep, and then she found herself falling into a strange kind of stupor. She could still sense the world around her, still hear the engine and feel the wind on her face, but it suddenly seemed to be less important than what was happening inside her. Her mind seemed to be slipping into a kind of fog, a pleasant, dreamy fog that felt so good she never wanted to come out of it.

But she was roused when they finally arrived back at the safari lodge. Karanja rushed them all out of the van, then jumped back into it and peeled away. There was still a while before dinner, and she had time to burn, so she found herself wandering back to her room. She could go through the pictures she’d taken earlier that day, or maybe there was something good on TV – although she was pretty sure they only got Kenyan channels and the BBC.

Within a few minutes, though, Chelsea was realizing that it was no good. For all the tranquility she’d found in the Jeep, she was filled now with an inexplicable nervous energy. The fog in her mind was still there, still making thinking feel like a chore – but it was crackling with electricity, making her uncomfortable, almost frantic. She needed to do something, she realized, but what?

The answer came to her as soon as she formed the question. She was traveling by herself and hadn’t planned for this kind of issue to come up…but she was searing, absolutely burning, with arousal. It had snuck up on her, descending like a sudden storm during the last part of their Jeep ride. She’d never been so turned on in her life, and there wasn’t even anything particularly sexy around her.

Well…that wasn’t true. A ridiculous, desperate plan was forming in her mind, a plan that suddenly made so much sense that she didn’t see how she couldn’t act on it. It was completely bonkers, but sometimes you have to do things that are completely bonkers.

Soon, Chelsea was racing around her room, desperately getting ready. She didn’t have anything that was especially flattering, so she slipped on an especially short pair of shorts and her tightest T-shirt, hoping that they would be enough to get the message across. Then it was time for makeup; she hadn’t brought her whole kit, but a half hour in front of the mirror had her looking much fresher than she had before.

At last, she was ready. She summoned all her confidence as she strode across the dusty open space in the center of the lodge compound. Everything was riding on this; the frantic feelings inside her could only be satisfied if she got what she wanted here. Come on, she begged the universe. I need this.

Then she was taking a deep breath, knocking on Sven’s door. As she had hoped, he was in his room, and it was only a few moments before she heard his footsteps crossing the floor. At last, the knob turned and the door swung open, revealing her handsome, if slightly confused-looking, fellow traveler. “Oh, hello, Chelsea. Do you need help with something?”

The mere sight of him sent arousal shooting through her. It was suddenly hard to think clearly, even to form sentences. “Um, like, uh…you could say that. Could I…come in?”

“All right,” said Sven, the look of confusion still on his face. “Come inside, then.”

Once the door shut behind them, it was hard for Chelsea to keep herself from throwing herself onto him right then and there – but she would have to explain herself first, or else risk ruining any chances of getting what she needed. That meant finding words, and finding words was harder than it should have been. “I just wanted to, like, thank you for the drink earlier. It, like, really helped me.”

“Oh, it was nothing,” said Sven. “Really. You didn’t need to come out of your way to say thank you.”

“But, like, I wanted to,” said Chelsea. “Because…there’s something else I need help with, too. It’s like, something only you could help me with.”

“Really?” he asked. “What kind of thing?”

“I think you know what kind of thing,” she murmured, voice sinking to just above a whisper. Slowly, she took a step towards him. “That drink changed me. I need something from you…if you’re, like, willing to give it to me.”

“O-oh,” he said, eyes widening. “If you’re sure, then…”

“I am sure.” And then she was placing her hand on his chest, and he was leaning down towards her, and then their lips were meeting in a passionate kiss that seared with arousal. Chelsea had barely exchanged a hundred words with this man, and she’d known him for less than three days, but in that moment all those unnecessary thoughts faded away, replaced by pure, unadulterated lust. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him closer, driven by the primal urge to have him on top of her. At last, she could finally give herself over to her desires, and it felt so, so good to give in.

Sven had been slow to get with the program, but now that he had, he seemed nearly as enthusiastic as she was. For a moment, his arms wrapped around her, but then one broke away and wandered down her back. The movement of his fingers sent shivers through her, but those were nothing compared to the electric shock of arousal she received when he grabbed a handful of her ass, squeezing gently.

Grinning, she broke off the kiss. “Like, you wanted to do this all along, didn’t you?”

“A gentleman never tells,” said Sven, smiling back. “But I won’t say that this is the worst thing to happen to me today.” And then his hands were curling under the hem of her shirt, pulling it up and over her head in one swift motion. All at once, she was exposed to the air and to his gaze, shivering in surprise and arousal.

But Chelsea wasn’t one to let an attack like that go unanswered. Soon, her hands were flying down the buttons of Sven’s shirt, undoing one after another until it was completely open. Then she paused for just a moment to admire his body, the unexpectedly toned chest and belly that greeted her under the layer of fabric. Apparently when her lover wasn’t on vacation, he was in the gym – but that only made him all the more irresistible to her.

“I have something I’d like to try, if it’s all right with you,” he said, reaching for the clasp of her bra and lazily unhooking it. “I consider it a specialty of mine, in fact. Could I…eat you out?”

“Like, of course!” said Chelsea. At this point, if Sven had told her he wanted to spank her with a potato masher, she would have given him an enthusiastic yes, but this was something she always looked for in a one night stand and never seemed to be able to find. A man who was willing to use his tongue, who wasn’t so insecure in his masculinity that he had to whip out his cock at the first opportunity, could be rare indeed.

“In that case…” said Sven, taking her hand and leading her over to the bed. “Please, make yourself comfortable.” She obliged, slipping her panties off and tossing them to the floor before getting onto the room’s large, soft bed. With the air of someone who very much knew what he was doing, her lover followed, and soon she was laying on her back, legs spread, and he was in position at her feet, placing his hands on her thighs.

As Chelsea watched, he lowered his head towards her pussy, slowly but surely easing them both into the throes of what she knew would be passionate, unforgettable sex. Soon, she could feel his warm breath on her pussy, and the sensation sent the first tiny shiver of pleasure up through her – though she knew, of course, that it would only be the first of many.

And then his tongue was traveling around her pussy opening. She moaned softly at its touch, but he was very intentionally not giving her what she wanted, not plunging straight into the folds of her snatch. Instead, he sent his tongue dancing just beyond the threshold, drawing little pictures in her flesh, sometimes swiping across the opening so that, for the briefest of moments, she could imagine that he was about to plunge inside. He was teasing her, teasing her in the dirtiest, most frustrating way possible, and all she wanted was to place her hand on the back of his head and shove him exactly where he needed to go – but she knew, at least intellectually, that it was better to wait, that waiting would make the pleasure all the sweeter. He was testing her patience, but she would put up with it – for now.

All of a sudden, though, he was doing something new. His tongue abandoned the assault on her pussy and was suddenly playing the same game around her clit, sending sensations buzzing through her as he circled around the sensitive nub. Even though he was still stubbornly refusing to give her what she wanted, she had to admit that this felt much better, and that it was almost – almost – enough to satisfy her.

Then Sven ran his tongue directly across Chelsea’s clit. She yelped at the sudden sensation, at the electric shock of pleasure that coursed through her nerves and seemed to crackle directly into the very core of her being. She wanted more, needed more, but then he was gone again, and his tongue was making its leisurely way back down to her pussy. This was almost too frustrating. She was on the point of crying out in anger, or of breaking down and begging him, desperately begging him to finally give her what she needed so badly – but then his tongue suddenly speared into her pussy.

After all the teasing, all the silly, pointless beating around the bush, his gift of real, tangible pleasure seemed almost too good to be true. It was certainly better than any of the other times she’d been eaten out. Those had been nice, but the men had had no sense of pacing and no feeling for how their motions would affect her; Sven made them seem like complete amateurs. After all the denial, his tongue’s entry into her depths felt ten times better than any foreplay she’d ever experienced. She found that she was moaning, a long, low sound of satisfaction. If only he would keep this up…

Luckily, that seemed to be what he had every intention of doing. Soon enough, his tongue was darting this way and that inside of her, feeling her out, trying to find her most sensitive places. She put a hand on the back of his head, trying desperately to make sure that he would stay, that there would be no more teasing, no more denial. Sparks of pleasure were coursing through her now, traveling by way of her nervous system to a place deep inside of her, a place that she knew from experience really needed to be filled up. But he was doing an excellent job of filling it, and each of his motions sent a new kind of arousal flaring up deep within her being.

And then he raised the stakes once again. Suddenly, one of his fingers was on her clit, rubbing in a lazy circular motion. Compared to the artistry of what he was doing inside her pussy, his ministrations there were less than creative, but they were more than enough to please her. Having two sources of sensation at once made her feel like she was being short-circuited; if one let up, even for a fraction of a second, the other was sure to send a new surge of pleasure shooting through her. She had no time to rest, no time to take stock of what was happening, and it was agony and ecstasy all at once. She was moaning, crying out, but no sound could truly express what she was experiencing.

Over the next few minutes, though, Chelsea tried her hardest to express it anyway. She had to. Whenever she thought that Sven was out of tricks, that he was sure to be settling into a predictable, steady rhythm, he would start doing something new, drawing a new picture inside of her, tracing a new pattern on her clit. She had no idea how much time was passing, but she didn’t care, didn’t care about anything but what he was doing. He was an alchemist, brewing within her an elixir of supreme pleasure. Why would she spoil his magic by allowing her mind to wander, by tracking the ticking of the clock?

Just when the pleasure was growing sweeter, though, just as that hidden place inside her was filling up, just when she knew that she was about to begin her ascent towards orgasm, he pulled out of her. She gasped at the sensation of feeling emptier than she ever had. “F-fuck, baby! Like, keep going! That was…so fucking good…”

“I’m glad you liked it,” said Sven, “but I believe it’s my turn now.” He produced a condom and a lube packet from somewhere and held them up. “If that’s all right with you, of course.”

“Oh…oh shit,” said Chelsea, eyes widening. “Like, hell yes!”

“Excellent,” said Sven, kicking off his underwear, slipping on the condom, and lubing up. “Then get ready.” And then he was climbing onto her, moving his hard, throbbing cock into place at the entrance of her pussy. She was excited, as excited as she’d ever been for anything in her life; if her lover was nearly as good with his rod as he was with his tongue, he was sure to be able to get her where she wanted to go.

And then, slowly but firmly, he was pushing inside of her. She gasped as his cock stretched her much wider than his tongue ever had. The sensation was intense, but it got more enjoyable as he buried himself deeper inside of her, once the thickest part of his head was already nestled within her. She groaned with pleasure as the veins and curves of his cock pushed through her opening, sending an array of different kinds of pleasure through her as it spread her pussy wide.

Almost before she knew what was happening, he was deep inside her, and his pelvis was pushing up against her ass; they’d reached the end of the line. But he wasted no time in beginning to thrust, in pulling slowly out and pushing slowly back in. She could tell that her pussy was sucking him gently back inside as he pulled out, then resisting his motions when he began to go back into her, but it was precisely that resistance that made the sensations so intense and delicious.

Slowly, Sven began to speed up his thrusts, and Chelsea found herself moaning and gasping almost as loudly as when he’d been so expertly pleasuring her with his tongue. Each movement of his cock hit a slightly different place within her, sending a slightly different type of pleasure coursing through her nerves, and as he began to go faster, that cocktail of sensations only got stronger and stronger. It was so delicious, so utterly different from any sex she’d ever had before, and so incredibly, deeply addictive – what wasn’t to like?

Before long, he’d reached a comfortable rhythm, a cruising speed that pleased them both. Everything about the experience was adding to her arousal, giving her even more dimensions of pleasure. The sound of his cock slapping into her; the sight of his abs clenching with every thrust, putting as much power into his motions as he could muster; even the smell, the smell of sweat and musk and pure, unabashed arousal. She found herself pushing back up against him, trying to drive him even deeper – but really, there was no way that this could be better than it already was.

Or so Chelsea thought, until Sven’s finger found her clit once again. He was using the same one, and it was like greeting an old friend; the wonderful sensation his motions gave her, the addictive pleasure of feeling him rub and tease and gently brush against her – it was all the same as before. What was different was that the other end of the short circuit, the other thing causing the feedback loop within her, was his cock, which was much more powerful than his tongue had been. Together, the twin sensations drove her to new heights of arousal, sending her crashing up the path to orgasm once again.

For a few minutes, they went on more or less like that. He teased her clit even as he slammed into her pussy with huge thrusts, thrusts cunningly calculated to give her the strongest sensation possible. All the while, she was gasping, moaning, shoving herself up against him, trying her hardest to make this even better than it already was. They were in perfect sync, like yin and yang, the motions of each making the pleasure of the other all the sweeter.

Eventually, though, Chelsea could tell that her lover was getting close to orgasm. His face was contorted now with the exertion of making love, and his breathing was fast, shallow. His thrusts, too, were wilder than they had been, the sign of a man finally giving in to his basic urges. The sight made her realize that she, too, was getting perilously close to orgasm. Every one of his movements seemed to be sending more pleasure through her, slowly but surely filling the hidden place inside of her, the place that she wanted so badly to see overflowing.

He was thrusting, and she was moaning, clutching at the sheets, and he was grunting with effort now, face a mask of arousal and savage lust, and her pleasure was building, building, and she knew that she was floating just on the edge now, and nothing seemed important anymore, nothing except what he was doing inside her, the magical motions of his cock –

And then, at last, it was all too much. The dam broke, and she was quickly overcome with a pleasure sweeter and more intense than anything she had ever experienced. She was screaming, she realized, but screaming was the right thing to do, screaming was the only sound that could express what she was experiencing, and her arms and legs were shaking, and the muscles in her core were locking up – she was physically and mentally overcome, totally, completely overcome. A strange warmth seemed to suffuse her, and a strange sensation of floating for just a fraction of an instant outside of her body, watching herself struggle and convulse. Gasping and trembling, she luxuriated in the sensation of pure ecstasy.

Sven had reached his limit, too; his thrusts grew totally wild, and she knew that he was exploding inside of her, the sweet seed of his release free to flow at last. Their shaky, irregular breathing formed a strange kind of duet as the two lovers abandoned themselves altogether to pleasure. Lovemaking had never been so sweet.

At last, though, Chelsea began to come down from her peak. She wiped the sweat from her brow and tried to catch her breath as Sven pulled gently out of her. “Like, f-fuck.”

“I hope you liked it,” he said with a knowing smile. “I hate to disappoint my partners.”

“No!” she said. “Far from it. God, that was, like, the most intense feeling I’ve ever had.”

“I could say the same,” he said, tossing the condom into the trash. “You said you were here for three more days, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she said. “Can we…do it again?”

“Three more times, if you like,” he said. “I don’t like to pass up this kind of opportunity.”

Smiling, Chelsea lay back against the pillows. The trip up to now had been good, but nothing remarkable – but this was a whole other level. As it turned out, Kenya was treating her pretty well.


Lesbian Bimbo

When the alarm by the head of her bead jolted her out of her sleep, Rachel realized that she had no idea whether to be excited or worried about the day to come. On the one hand, it was bound to be the most hellish Friday of her life. She would have to come into work early to begin an endless marathon of meetings, all the way through what was sure to be an awkward “working dinner” with fifteen of her coworkers that was finally scheduled to end around eight. She was already running out of energy so late in the week, and this was bound to be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

On the other hand, she was going to pick up her girlfriend, Brooke, at the airport right after dinner. Just the thought of that made all the rest feel worth it. The two of them had met in college, but then they’d had to part ways for work – but both had agreed that they wanted to keep it going, and that it was worth the extra time, money, and care to maintain a long-distance relationship. It had been three months since she’d been with the woman she loved, and their visit this weekend was going to give her energy to last until the next time they could be together.

Brooke, she thought, hauling herself out of bed and pulling on her clothes. Do it for Brooke.

By midafternoon, though, Rachel was doubting that much would be left of her by the time eight o’clock rolled around. She felt thin and stretched, like butter scraped over too much bread, and her head was practically buzzing with exhaustion. Even focusing on what people were saying to her was next to impossible. Finding herself with fifteen minutes to spare between meetings, she was debating simply trying to find an empty conference room to take a quick nap in. But coming to the next meeting sleepy and disheveled was no good; instead, she opted for a short walk outside.

The office was downtown, right on one of the dirty, narrow streets typical of Seattle’s financial district, so the sidewalk outside was hardly a good place to get a breath of fresh air; still, the breeze felt good on her face as she strode down the block. As she walked, she noticed a little corner store that she often passed, the kind of place that would sell you old, dusty bottles of almost every sugary drink imaginable out of a fridge that had nearly given up the ghost. She’d never bought anything there before – but maybe some sugar and caffeine would help her get through to the end of the day. Pushing open the door, she stepped inside.

Almost immediately, Rachel found herself regretting her decision. She was the only customer, and the owner, a pot-bellied man reading a newspaper in a language she couldn’t identify, peered at her over his glasses as she looked around. The place was completely silent, except for faint music coming from the radio; it sounded Indian, or maybe Russian. She’d need to buy something quickly and leave.

The drinks fridge was dusty and half-empty, and she soon found that there were no recognizable brands at all on its dilapidated shelves. She’d thought that every corner store in the world had a deal with either Coke or Pepsi, but apparently that wasn’t so. All the drinks sported labels in the same unknown language as the newspaper that the clerk was reading, so she had no idea what anything even was. Eventually, she just grabbed something more or less at random, paid, and left.

Once outside, she discovered that she’d bought a truly bizarre drink. The can was white and and had been neutral-looking, with only a bit of pink text – but only from a certain angle. Its other side, which she hadn’t gotten a look at before, sported a pink silhouette of an absurdly-proportioned woman. What on Earth had she gotten herself into?

Oh well. Energy drinks had been invented in America, right? That probably meant that this had been made according to more or less the same recipe as every other one she’d had, which would mean that it would be loaded with caffeine – exactly what the doctor ordered. Cracking open the top, she took a big sip and nearly gagged. It wasn’t fizzy at all, and it was thick and syrupy, more like Motrin than something she’d drink for pleasure. The flavor was also off-putting, apricot rather than the more usual sour apple or lemon-lime. She thought of the office coffee machine, which at least delivered reliable caffeination that didn’t taste like it came from some other planet…but then she was already two bucks in the hole. Holding her nose, she downed the rest of the drink.

There was one thing to be said for that revolting concoction, thought Rachel as she traipsed back into the office building: it really had a zing. Just a few minutes after downing the can, she was beginning to feel a buzz, and after just fifteen minutes she almost felt like she could function at a normal level.

In fact, the rest of the afternoon flew by. The meetings she had to sit through were no match for her amped-up energy. She even found herself making small talk like a champion before each one, which she could almost never scrape together the capacity to do. She was barely nervous at all for the presentation she had to give, which was scheduled to take place during the very last one.

Maybe she should have been, though. She was still feeling great, but she found that a strange kind of fog seemed to have descended over the parts of her brain responsible for memory and reasoning. She found that she couldn’t remember half of what she had meant to say, and she ended up having to sit down minutes before she’d meant to finish after losing her train of thought one too many times. No one in the meeting seemed to mind too much, because she accompanied her floundering with winning smiles and well-placed jokes, but still, what was up?

Oh well. Rachel couldn’t worry about that. She couldn’t worry about anything at the moment. The fog might have harmed her memory, but it also seemed to smother her capacity to fret, which was honestly far from unwelcome. She had almost forgotten all about the failed presentation by the time the appetizers arrived at dinner. Her coworkers looked harried after the long week, and the larger-than-usual number of drinks they ordered spoke to their need to soothe their jangling nerves, but she didn’t even need a sip of alcohol to feel cool as a cucumber.

Still…there was one thing that got her a little flustered, and that was the thought that Brooke’s plane was most of the way across the country by now. It wouldn’t be long at all before she saw her girlfriend again. Usually, what she craved the most after these long separations was simple physical contact, a long, affectionate hug, but this time she found baser urges coming to the fore. Her pussy twinged at the thought of the other woman’s touch, at the idea of Brooke’s soft hand traveling down Rachel’s thigh, of their lips meeting, of…

The rest of the evening seemed to fly by, and then Rachel was pulling up outside the airport arrivals hall, craning her neck for a look at the woman she loved. The minutes crept by, five, ten, and there was still no sign of her lover, but then at last she saw that familiar blonde hair, that just-on-the-edge-of-fashionable long green coat, and her heart leapt. Jumping out of the car, she practically crashed into Brooke, tackling her with a massive hug. “Brooke!”

“Jesus, Rachel, you scared me!” said Brooke, laughing. And then they were kissing, a long, passionate kiss that tried to say in its warmth and vigor everything they had had to leave unsaid for almost a hundred painful days of separation. Usually, Rachel’s mind went everywhere but sex during these kisses – it was so wonderful just to have the person she loved by her side that she didn’t even think about what might follow later that night – but this time she felt a surge of arousal coursing through her at the first touch of her girlfriend’s lips.

Eventually, though, it had to end. Brooke was clearly tired after traveling all day, and there was no point in spending any longer than they had to at the crowded, noisy airport. The two of them got into the car and sped back to Rachel’s apartment, which felt much livelier and brighter once there were two people in it rather than one. Once they were there, Rachel made Brooke’s favorite post-flying meal – cheese toast and tomato soup – while her girlfriend took a long, well-earned shower.

But as the soup was heating up, so was Rachel. She’d been trying for nearly an hour now to keep things in her proverbial pants, worried that Brooke would be too tired and just turn her down, but it was getting harder and harder to resist her urges. As she imagined the other woman in the shower, soaping herself up, scrubbing her breasts, that fantastic ass, those legs, a surge of arousal rose through her. She was so turned on that she almost felt like she was buzzing, like she’d just chugged the energy drink and was humming with caffeine.

At last, the bathroom door swung open, and the sound of Brooke’s bare feet padding across the floor startled Rachel out of her reverie and caused her to turn around. Her girlfriend was wearing only a towel and was practically glowing with happiness. “God, I’m so glad to finally be here – you know how much I missed you.”

“Like, I missed you too,” said Rachel. Brooke had never looked so beautiful. She filled a bowl with soup, put the toast on a plate, and set both in front of her girlfriend. “It never quite feels real when you’re, like, here in person.”

“No, it really doesn’t,” said Brooke. “But if I get that promotion, maybe I’ll get to request a transfer to the Seattle office. They can’t say no to somebody they just started paying a lot more, can they?” She laughed, a beautiful sound, and then started to eat. Rachel was a slow eater, but Brooke was exactly the opposite; it was always amazing how quickly she could put away food. Once, when they’d ordered pizza, Rachel had gone to the bathroom and emerged to find that Brooke had already demolished two slices and was making good progress on a third.

So it wasn’t long at all before the toast and soup were gone. Then Brooke was sitting back, relaxed, and Rachel realized that now was as good a moment as any to make her move. “You know,” she said, “like, I’ve really missed you.”

“You said that before,” said Brooke, but she was grinning, and Rachel knew that she knew what was up.

“Because, like, I meant it,” said Rachel, reaching under the table, letting her hand find Brooke’s knee. “Want me to show you?”

“This is forward of you,” laughed Brooke. “I know you’ve had a long week. Are you sure…”

“Like, I’ve never been more sure,” murmured Rachel, meeting Brooke’s eyes. “I need you. It’s been way, WAY too long.” And then they were standing up, both of them, pushing their chairs back, stepping around the table, and Rachel was wrapping her arms around Brooke, and the two women’s lips were meeting in a passionate kiss, a kiss fueled not just by deep, abiding love, but also by arousal. Rachel pushed her tongue down the other woman’s throat, wanting to start things off on exactly the right foot, and Brooke sighed, exhaled, relaxed. She tasted like tomato soup and desire.

Then Rachel’s hands were exploring her lover’s body, pushing the towel to the floor – there was no need for such silly things – and then gently roving over the other woman’s breasts, over her hips, over her absolutely luscious ass. All the desire Rachel hadn’t been able to express for the past months was coming out at once, and the storm was going to sweep over Brooke like a tidal wave.

But Brooke had clearly been suffering too. Breaking the kiss, she began unbuttoning Rachel’s work shirt, a wild look of arousal in her eyes. Each time one of the plastic discs popped free from its fabric nest, a new jolt of lust shot through Rachel, and she found herself practically pushing the remaining buttons into Brooke’s hands, trying to get her to go faster, to liberate her more quickly from that prison of cloth.

At last, the shirt was out of the way, and the bra soon followed – all that was required was a smooth, seamless motion of Brooke’s fingers, undoing the clasp and sliding the straps off Rachel’s shoulders. Rachel had to suppress a gasp as the undergarment fell away; arousal played a part in the pleasure that surged through her, to be sure, but so did the simple joy of finally taking the wretched thing off after such a long, stressful day. Finally, she was leaving the cares of the busy world behind.

And then they were hurrying back to the bedroom, exchanging looks of almost childlike excitement. Rachel had long since learned that sex was only special in the right situation – but it was always the right situation with Brooke, and that kid-in-the-candy-store feeling came back whenever she finally got her girlfriend naked.

The bed was waiting for them, comforter spread out invitingly in the moonlight filtering in through the bedroom window. Brooke jumped onto it, and Rachel followed, kicking off her pants with wild vigor. Then they were kissing again, a sideways kiss pregnant with the intimate feeling of finally being in bed, of having left the rest of life behind to live solely within that one moment. Rachel’s pussy was already beginning to glisten with its natural lubricant, ready for whatever the two of them did together.

Then she felt Brooke’s fingers on her stomach, creeping gently down towards her panties. Each subtle motion sent an electric tingle of arousal coursing through Rachel, and for a moment she simply lay still, enjoying the sensation of Brooke’s lips on her own, of Brooke’s fingers on her body.

But Rachel didn’t want to take and then give nothing in return. Breaking the kiss, she smiled wickedly at her girlfriend and then sent her fingers traveling over Brooke’s breasts once again, exploring their soft curvature and their sheer, intoxicating eroticism. Even after years of dating this woman, she still hadn’t gotten used to what she considered to be Brooke’s best assets, and she wasn’t going to leave them alone if she could help it.

Brooke grinned. “You’re so predictable.” And then her fingers had reached Rachel’s crotch, slipping under her panties to dance around her wet, eager hole. They came within millimeters of Rachel’s pussy lips, sometimes just a tiny motion away from sliding into her slit, but they always seemed to dodge away at just the very last second. It was a dance – beautiful, addictive, and absolutely maddening – that Brooke had mastered over the years.

Rachel moaned – this time, a moan of pure, undiluted arousal – and found herself grinding her hips up against Brooke’s hand, trying to get her girlfriend to give her what she wanted and finally slip inside. “Like, fuck, don’t fucking tease me like this…”

“I think that that’s exactly what I’m going to do,” murmured Brooke. “I think that I haven’t gotten to tease you for three months, and that making you suffer a little right now sounds absolutely wonderful.” And now she was edging past Rachel’s clit as well, generating a little spark of false hope each time that she would play with the sensitive nub, that she would use it to unleash a wave of real pleasure, but she did no such thing.

“Well,” said Rachel, “maybe. But I’ll, like, make you pay for it.” Leaving one hand on Brooke’s breasts – she’d been apart from them too long to let them go just yet – she allowed the other to snake down to Brooke’s own pussy, tracing long, teasing lines across the other woman’s flesh as it went. She felt her lover shiver at her touch and smiled. She had missed this so, so much.

Just then, Brooke’s finger flashed across the opening of her slit. It was the briefest of brief little touches, but it came after so much teasing, so much agonizing frustration, that it sent a shock of pleasure buzzing through Rachel’s nerves. She moaned again, louder, and retaliated with an attack of her own, sending her fingers circling around Brooke’s clit. Vaguely, she found herself wondering if they would both cum, and if so which one would be first. She had no idea whatsoever, of course, but finding out sounded absolutely wonderful.

Soon, they were falling into a steady rhythm of teasing, of sending their fingers dancing just beyond their most sensitive places. The two of them had done this before many times, and each knew what the other one wanted – and when was the right time to give it to her. Brooke traced a line just millimeters from Rachel’s clit; Rachel sent her fingers dancing between her lover’s thighs, just barely missing Brooke’s eager, glistening pussy. Rachel felt her arousal roaring with frustration within her, crying out for release, irritated almost beyond endurance by this frustrating, teasing play. Soon, she was almost whimpering with fruitless desire.

“You can’t play this game and win, you know,” said Brooke. “You can’t hold out as long as I can.”

Rachel opened her mouth to respond, but what came out was a kind of pitiful whine. She had been pushed too far, and now she found herself forcing her pelvis down onto Brooke’s hand, trying desperately to extract what pleasure she could. It was just too much.

“See?” said Brooke. “But I’m not a monster. I’ll give you what you need.” And then one of her fingers was suddenly diving into Rachel’s pussy, just as another skillfully attacked her clit. The explosion of pleasure that went shooting through Rachel was almost orgasmic. She had been denied for so long, made to wait for minutes on end for what was, after all, only a small concession on Brooke’s part. But it just felt so incredibly good to finally have someone inside her once again. How had she survived for the past few months?

Brooke’s motions inside Rachel’s pussy and on her clit were just as careful and studied as they had been before. She dove into Rachel’s depths, seeking out the hidden places inside of her that always, without fail, had Rachel whimpering and groaning, melting into a puddle in Brooke’s hand. Meanwhile, her other finger traced a vicious circle on Rachel’s clit, squeezing every possible drop of pleasure out of each and every tiny motion. The sensations were almost frighteningly intense.

Still, Rachel could just manage to pull herself together enough to give something back in return. It was true that Brooke was the undisputed champion of the tease, but she did have a few weaknesses of her own. Sending her finger slipping through the folds of Brooke’s pussy lips, Rachel warmed up a bit by wriggling this way and that, refamiliarizing herself with her girlfriend’s inner workings. She would land the killing blow soon, but not just yet; better to keep Brooke wondering when it would come. At the same time, she began to tease Brooke’s clit with her thumb, rolling the ridges of her fingerprint over the sensitive nub. She heard her lover sucking in breath and knew that this was working just as well as it always had.

By now, she could feel the pleasure beginning to build within her. One of the things that had drawn her to Brooke was the fact that the other woman was the only person who seemed to be able to reliably give her an orgasm, and this time it seemed that things wouldn’t be any different. The same warm feeling was creeping over her, and Brooke’s motions were beginning to feel better and better. At this rate, her lover would be taking her to the place she’d been dreaming of going for weeks now.

Of course, Rachel would be taking Brooke along for the ride as well. Before she abandoned herself completely to pleasure, it was time to execute the killer move that she’d been saving. Forming her finger into a hook, she pulled gently, nestling the tip of her digit into that one hidden place in her lover’s pussy, the one secret place that she could never resist an attack on.

It worked as well as it always had. Brooke’s expression changed from a comfortable smile to a grimace of pure lust, and a moan escaped her lips, an eager, almost desperate moan that showed just how much pleasure Rachel had just given her. Their lovemaking had been a game up to now, a game that Brooke was happy to play and to try to win, but no longer. Now it would be about pleasure, about animalistic desire, about sheer, unbridled lust.

Then they were falling into a rhythm once again. Brooke’s finger danced in Rachel’s pussy, zipping from sensitive place to sensitive place, and Rachel returned the favor, flexing the hook she had formed and sending it even deeper into her lover’s most intimate reaches. Each of them was acting on pure instinct, but it was an instinct so well-formed by years of lovemaking that it always pointed the way to exactly what the other needed. They writhed, moaned, contorted, sweaty bodies glistening in the moonlight, but as messy as it looked from the outside, this was the most beautiful dance either of them had ever danced.

And Rachel was really climbing towards orgasm now. The heat within her was almost searing, and each of Brooke’s motions sent a burst of pleasure through her that threatened to push her over the edge. It wouldn’t be long now, she thought, but even thinking was getting harder now; the fog from earlier was still there, of course, but her wild, blind lust was adding to it, making it almost impossible to form a single coherent thought. Lust, pleasure, her fingers, Brooke’s fingers – that was all there was in the world.

Brooke was also getting close. Rachel’s hook trick had worked wonders, and now the other woman was practically mewling with lust, pushing herself up against Rachel’s hand. It was incredibly arousing to watch her face contort with lust, to watch her chest heave with the effort of breathing. She was slightly red and more than slightly sweaty, clearly an absolute wreck with arousal, and it wouldn’t be long now before she went over the edge. Rachel could feel tremors running through her lover’s body, hear her breath coming in frantic gasps, and Brooke was almost there, almost there, just almost there…

And then it hit Rachel like a bolt from the blue. She had been so focused on her girlfriend that she hadn’t noticed her own orgasm about to overtake her, and now it was washing over her, crashing through her nervous system like a flash flood, and she moaned, gasped, cried out, trying and failing to find a sound that could express the sheer immensity of what she was experiencing, and her limbs were weak, shaking, unable to bear the weight of her pleasure. It was all almost terrifyingly intense, and at the same time the greatest thing she had ever experienced.

But her fingers hadn’t stopped moving, even at the height of her orgasm, and when she began to return to herself, she realized that Brooke was crying out and writhing, overcome by a wave of her own pleasure. Smiling, Rachel kept at her work until her girlfriend began to come down. A glow of residual pleasure still hummed within her, and the world felt warm and soft, a very nice place to be.

Panting, Brooke propped herself up on one elbow. “God, I missed that.”

“Like, me too,” said Rachel. “I’ve been so horny knowing you were coming to visit.”

“Well, hopefully we won’t have to be so far apart anymore,” said Brooke. “Sometimes, I think I’m getting used to it, and then we do this and you remind me how wrong I was.” Then, all of a sudden, she started to laugh.

“What’s up?” asked Rachel.

“It’s just…” said Brooke. “I just realized I’m going to have to take another shower.”

And then they were both laughing.


Global Bimbo

“Listen,” said Charlie. “I know I’m just the photographer. I know you pay me to shut up and take pictures. But why are we here again?” Taking one hand off the wheel of the car, he gestured expansively towards the featureless steppe that surrounded them on all sides, marching off infinitely into the hazy blue yonder. “I couldn’t even have found Kazakhstan on a map before yesterday. I definitely couldn’t have spelled the name. I don’t really see how coming to this place is going to do much for your career.”

“Well,” said Lena, reclining her car seat with a lazy gesture, “it’s a good thing that you are just the photographer, then, isn’t it?”

“Look, I’m not complaining – or, well, I guess I am, but that’s really not the point.” Charlie’s free hand flew left and right as he talked, punctuating every word he spoke with a different motion. “I just want to know why, is all.”

“I was telling you about this in Istanbul,” said Lena. “It’s all part of a sponsorship deal with Visit Kazakhstan. I just have to be here and take the pictures. They even gave us half off the flight. And just think, this is going to be months’ worth of #tbt content!”

“I think I remember you lecturing me about something or other in the airport lounge,” grumbled Charlie, “but you were also making me find you a moscow mule at the same time. I’m not much of a multitasker, you know.”

Lena sighed. Charlie was always like this. The man took beautiful pictures, and it didn’t hurt that he was cute – she kept him on partly just as eye candy. But the moment he opened his mouth, a litany of angry complaints would come pouring out. If she was sure she’d be able to find a photographer who was just as good and also just a little more pleasant, she would have let him go, but as it was, her Instagram feed didn’t shoot itself. And with her influencer career growing faster than ever, she didn’t want the disruption of trying to find someone new.

He was right, though; the Kazakhstan trip had probably been a bridge too far. She didn’t really make enough to do this kind of thing, so unless the content from the next few days brought her in a ton of new followers, it wouldn’t end up being worth it. That meant that every picture she had Charlie take had to be absolutely perfect – and that meant that everything was far more stressful than it should have been. She had bitten off more than she could chew.

Scanning the horizon, which had been blank and empty for hours now, she suddenly noticed a cluster of buildings far off down the road. “Do you think that’s a town? Maybe we could stop for lunch.”

“Yeah,” said Charlie. “We probably should. I’m not sure what they’ll have. Boy, I never thought my one semester of introductory Russian would come in handy, but here we are.”

“Right,” said Lena. She still had no idea what Kazakh food was like, since they’d only arrived the night before and had eaten some very marginal pizza for dinner, but out here in the sticks there was no other option.

It was only a few minutes before they were rolling into the town, which was really just a collection of houses strewn across the plain. There was only one small grocery store, and they parked in front. Once inside, Charlie had to do the talking; it seemed that everyone in Kazakhstan spoke Russian in addition to Kazakh, which meant that they at least had some means of communication. It was kind of hot, thought Lena, that the man could walk into a convenience store in a country he’d never once been to and still manage to buy lunch…but no, he was the photographer. There was no need to think those kinds of thoughts. “Hey,” he said, turning to her, “what do you want to drink? They only have beer and then this weird energy drink.”

“I’ll have the energy drink, then,” said Lena. “I’ll need the boost.”

“And I’ll need patience, so I’m having a beer. Only one, so I don’t crash the car.” Picking up the grocery bag, he turned back to the cashier. “All right, um…spasibo. Dasvidanya.”

“Dasvidanya,” said the cashier. Lena could see a look of amusement on his face; it clearly wasn’t every day that he served clueless Americans.

Back in the car, Charlie divided the spoils. “I couldn’t really understand him very well. I asked what they had for lunch, and he said bread and cheese, so…I got this stuff.” He handed Lena a small round loaf of bread and a wad of smoked string cheese that had been tied together into a knot, along with the energy drink.

“Well, I guess it’ll do,” she said. “There’s no chance of getting a detox smoothie here.” With some trepidation, she began to eat. The bread was good, and while the cheese was a little odd – tough was not usually a term she expected to describe her cheese – it at least tasted all right. Then she took a sip of the energy drink and had to suppress a gag. It wasn’t fizzy, like every other energy drink she’d ever tasted; instead, it was thick and syrupy and tasted like apricots. What was more, the can was sketchy-looking – a quick glance at the label revealed no nutritional information or ingredients list, only a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman. What was this stuff?

But Charlie was watching, and she didn’t want to look as though she was regretting a trip that, after all, had been her idea. As quickly as she could, she downed the rest of the drink, then bit into the bread in an attempt to clear the taste out of her mouth.

“You know, that wasn’t bad,” said Charlie, when he was finished eating. “But we need to get moving again. The photoshoot location you picked isn’t too far away, but we have to get to the hotel in time for dinner after the shoot. So let’s roll.”

“Okay,” said Lena. For some reason, she was feeling a little bit strange. Maybe it was something in the drink, but a kind of fog was creeping over her mind. As Charlie pulled back onto the road and started cruising towards their destination, she shook her head, trying to clear it, but had no luck. Maybe it was just jet lag.

But the fog only got worse as they drove on. Soon, it felt like it was covering her whole mind, obscuring her thoughts and stopping her from forming clear ideas. There was only one thing that could penetrate the thick layer of wool that had fallen over her brain, and that was…she was ashamed to think of it, but that was thoughts of sex. She couldn’t remember what movies she’d watched on the plane the day before, but she could dredge up intimate details of her best hookups. She liked to make rotisserie chicken tacos back at home, but she wasn’t sure now that she could remember anything about the recipe – but she could perfectly describe her blowjob technique. More and more, she was feeling like a stranger in her own mind.

Or…she would have, if she had had the chance to worry about that kind of thing. All of a sudden, though, nothing that had been bothering her in her life felt very relevant anymore. There was just no reason to worry about what the drink was doing to her, no reason to worry about anything at all. Except, that was, when she was going to get to have sex next. Her body roared with a new kind of arousal that left absolutely no room for anything else.

“All right,” said Charlie. “I think this is it.” Lena realized that they’d arrived at the location she’d been scoping out. In the middle of the steppe, a hill rose and gave an unparalleled view of the horizon in every direction. There was some old industrial machinery as well, the perfect backdrop to a winning shoot.

“Like, yeah,” she said. “It’s, like, weird to see it in person.”

“You sound a little weird,” said Charlie, frowning. “Are you sure you didn’t get the beer by mistake? The stuff I drank was pretty flavorless, so it could have been the energy drink…”

“No, like, I feel fine,” she said. “I promise. Let’s just, like, do the shoot.”

“If you say so,” said Charlie. Together, they had to unpack his camera equipment – always a laborious process – and then find a good angle by an old fence. Only then could the shoot begin. The shutter clicked dozens of times over the course of the afternoon, capturing Lena’s body and outfit from every conceivable angle, clicking away the hours until her legs were sore from posing – but then the golden hour arrived, and the real work began. In less than an hour of ideal lighting, they had to recreate all the best poses from before, and do it as quickly as possible.

Usually, Lena was stressed and irritable by the time they got to this part of the shoot. The feeling that the pressure was on was hardly a comforting one, after all. Normally, it would have been even worse now, since there was no way they would ever be able to return to that hill, and if something didn’t come out right, they had no way to reshoot it. But the fog in Lena’s mind made those kinds of concerns seem totally irrelevant. In fact, she almost found herself having fun. The late-afternoon sun felt good on her skin, warmer than earlier in the day, and something about the fact that Charlie was watching her through the camera lens…

In fact, she realized, Charlie’s gaze was the whole reason she was enjoying herself so much. He really wasn’t bad-looking at all, and she could be guaranteed his full attention. She found herself departing from the range of poses they’d agreed on, and soon Charlie was staring at her ass, her tits, her legs, whatever she could thrust towards the camera. It felt good, really good; she felt a flush of arousal rising through her and knew that she had to take things further. “Hey, Charlie?” she said. “I think this pose would look good as, like, a close-up.”

“A close-up?” asked Charlie. “Um…” His face was flushed, and she grinned at the proof of the effect she was having on him. “Uh, sure. Why don’t I come and scope it out first, so that I don’t have to move the camera equipment for nothing?” And then he was walking towards her, closer and closer.

She grinned and held the pose – a provocatively ass-baring one that she knew would be sure to lead to a tsunami of thirst if she ever posted it – as he approached, willing him on. “Well? Like, how do you like it?”

“Well, I mean, it kind of seems like –” he gulped, “um, like the pose is a little too…how do I say this…ass-forward. I mean, it would be one thing if we were doing that leggings sponsorship again, but as it is, I think more of a straight shot…?”

“Um, like, I’m not sure I understand,” said Lena, pouting. “Can you show me? Just, like, move me into position?”

“I…guess,” said Charlie, and then she felt his hands on her, heard his hot, ragged breathing. He had to be just as turned on as she was. He took her shoulder first, adjusted it slightly, and then his hands were tracing down her back, ever-closer to her ass. “I mean, I really feel like I shouldn’t…”

“It’s okay, baby,” breathed Lena. “You can touch me however you want.”

“I can?” asked Charlie. Then a new tone crept into his voice. “You know…I’ve been waiting for this. Fuck, I’ve been waiting for years now.” And then one of his hands was on her ass, gently squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, and the other was on her tits, the tits that she’d caught him staring at more than once. The feeling was absolutely electric, and the arousal that had been building in her ever since lunch suddenly flared up into a blaze. It was finally happening. She moaned softly.

Then his hands were roaming her body, passing over her this way and that. It seemed that Charlie couldn’t contain himself any more, and Lena wouldn’t have wanted him to, either. “Like, fuck, baby,” she said, “I wondered why you never had a girlfriend. A guy like you…”

“I couldn’t have the girl I wanted, could I?” said Charlie. And then he was pulling her up, pressing his lips onto hers in a savage, almost animalistic kiss. It was so beyond the pale, so absurdly, ridiculously wrong, that she found it incredibly, intoxicatingly hot. She found herself melting in his embrace, aflame with lust. The fog in her mind was thick now, and somehow it seemed to be accentuating her desire, to be smothering any thoughts not related to sex, to wild, passionate lovemaking.

Lena found herself thinking about Charlie’s cock. She’d seen a few in her time, but she knew that his had to be stiffening in his shorts, swelling up because of her. At once, she wanted to see it, and so she allowed a hand to trail down his chest, his toned abs, and then, finally, under his waistband. With every inch her fingers moved, her anticipation only grew, spurring her on and on. At last, she could feel it: his meaty rod, twitching as it rose to attention at her touch. It was beautiful, like a living thing.

Suddenly, a powerful urge came over her. It had been a while, yes, but there was never a bad time for a blowjob, and she was sure that Charlie would have no issues with her plan. She broke the kiss, looked him in the eyes. “Like, baby? Is it okay if I…”

“Suck it?” he asked. “Fuck yes. Fuck yes! I can’t believe this is happening!”

That was all Lena needed. Dropping to her knees on the soft earth, she hooked two fingers around the waistbands of his shorts and underwear, gently sliding them down around his ass and thighs. Inch by wonderful inch, his cock emerged from its fabric prison. It was even more delicious-looking than she’d imagined, and the combination of her own wild lust, and his musk in the air, and the fog in her brain – it all seized her at once.

As if on autopilot, she found herself leaning forward, tracing a finger along his shaft. The veins just under the skin formed a beautiful pattern, and the whole thing curved subtly upwards, pointing at her as if to identify her as the cause of its arousal. A tiny bead of precum had already appeared at the tip, reflecting the late-afternoon light like some kind of jewel.

And then, before Lena quite knew herself what was happening, she was kissing the tip of his cock, putting almost as much passion behind the gesture as when she’d kissed him on the lips. The taste of him on her tongue drove her almost insane with desire, and soon her lips were parting, opening to admit just the very first part of his length. She had never been good at giving blowjobs, but now some kind of mysterious guidance was taking over, pushing her to suck gently, to swirl her tongue around his head, delivering multiple dimensions of pleasure. It was working, she knew, because he was stiffening more in her mouth, rising to his full hardness. All this, and it had just been a few minutes. Imagining what was sure to follow sent her arousal soaring to new heights.

Lena’s lips traveled down Charlie’s shaft, taking more and more of him into her mouth as she went, feeling the texture of him as his head crept towards the back of her throat. At the same time, and acting on the same strange instinct as before, she found one of her hands reaching up and cupping his balls. He had beautiful balls, heavy and full, ripe and bursting with the seed that she knew she wanted, and wanted badly. Feeling them roll between her fingers was surprisingly erotic – she had never done it before – and she kept up her attack from that angle as she pushed further down his shaft.

At last, she could take no more. He was too thick to deepthroat, and in any case she’d never particularly wanted to attempt that maneuver – so instead she began to allow him to slip out once again, making the trip back just as pleasurable as the journey in had been. Her tongue swirled around him, and she kept up her gentle suction; she could hear him grunting and breathing heavily, knew that she was having the effect she wanted.

It was time to turn up the heat. Soon, Lena’s head was bobbing up and down on Charlie’s cock, and she was creeping towards a steady, comfortable rhythm. All the while, she kept up her stimulation of his balls, gently massaging them as she worked on his cock. It was obvious that he was enjoying himself – he had begun to thrust gently against her movements, seemingly controlled by his base desires – but she was having a good time too. Blowjobs were so often sadly mediocre attempts to pleasure a man too drunk to stay hard or too lazy to hold up his end of the deal, but thankfully her lover was neither.

For several minutes, they went on like that. His cock could get no harder, but every so often it twitched in her mouth, jerking upwards in a futile attempt to grow even more; it was almost endearing. Her own arousal was also growing, but in a new way. Before, it had been the hot, burning passion of a woman who knew she was about to have sex, but now it had settled into something deeper in her core, something more fundamental, more powerful. After all, there was no need for her lust to roar at the surface of her being, not when it had such complete control over her every move.

Then, gasping, Charlie pushed at her forehead, shoving her off his cock. “Shit, you…damn, you almost made me cum!”

“Like, it’s not that hard with guys, is it?” Lena smiled innocently up at her photographer. “You did last longer than some of the men I’ve been with, though.”

“I’m not done yet,” said Charlie. Reaching into the pocket of his jeans, he pulled out a condom. “I mean…if it’s all right with you, that is.”

“Oh, it is, but, like, you’re bad,” she said, rising to her feet. “Why did you, like, bring that along if you hadn’t been planning this the whole time?”

“Planning is a strong word,” he said. “Maybe ‘praying.’” Tearing open the wrapper, he slipped the thin latex sleeve onto his cock. There was a waist-high wall a few feet away, and Lena hurried over to it and got into position. The blowjob had been nice, but this was going to be something else entirely. She was so excited that she found herself trembling as she waited. The last time she’d been fucked, and fucked well, had been years ago. This was really a long time coming.

At last, Charlie was ready. Lena watched as he strode over to her, seized her by the hips, and then began to guide his cock into position. The moment the end of his rod touched her now-dripping pussy, an intense wave of arousal coursed through her, so overwhelming that it made the feelings she’d been experiencing before seem small and silly by comparison. She had yet to get any direct pleasure from their lovemaking, but that was about to change, and the anticipation was driving her absolutely wild.

Then he was pushing inside. His girth stretched Lena open, sending electric shocks of pleasure coursing through her body, shocks far more intense than she had experienced with any other lover. Sometimes penetration seemed like just a formality, but this was something else entirely. As more of his length slipped inside her, she moaned, gasped, pushed back against him, trying to get him to go deeper. She needed this more than she’d ever needed anything in her life.

After a few moments, he’d reached the end of his length. Every vein, every slight curve in his member had sent a different sensation rushing through her, but the feeling of having him buried up to the hilt inside her was something completely new. As he finished his thrust, the tip of his cock hit a hidden place inside of her, a place that sent a sudden, unexpected rush of pleasure crashing through her. Immediately, she knew that she wanted more, and she moaned with a new, keening urgency. If he could only do that again…

It definitely seemed as though Charlie was going to try his level best. His cock stiffened when he heard the sounds Lena was making, and he began to pull out of her, preparing for another thrust. The sensation of having him slide back out was oddly intense, almost better than having him push in, but she knew she didn’t want it to last for long; the more he was inside her, the better. She clutched the stone wall, bracing herself for what was sure to follow.

And then her lover began to thrust in earnest. At first, his movements were wild, uncontrolled, driven by lust and little else. She could feel his passion, savored the abandon with which he pushed himself into her, but she wanted more, wanted him to find that hidden place inside of her once again. “Like, fuck,” she gasped. “Do it like the first time! Hit that spot, please, oh fuck…”

“You mean,” grunted Charlie, “like this?” And then he was hitting it again, each and every one of his thrusts pounding into that secret, special place. The sensation was incredible, far more intense than penetration had ever been for her, and she was grabbing the wall for dear life now, legs shaking as she tried to keep herself from buckling under his onslaught. It felt wrong, almost ridiculous, that this could simply be called “sex,” that it could share that name with all the other forgettable nights and disappointing hookups that Lena had experienced throughout her life. It was like watching a movie with 3D glasses on, like trying fries with ketchup for the first time. It was hard to imagine going back to other men after this.

And then Charlie made it even harder. Just when she thought that their lovemaking couldn’t get any more wonderful, his finger wormed its way up underneath her and, after a moment of fumbling, found her clit. The sensation was immediate and incredibly intense. There was now a second outlet of pleasure in her body, and his motions were practically causing her nervous system to short circuit with pleasure. She could only gasp, lacking any other way to express how she was feeling, but even if she had been able to write a book about the sensations coursing through her, she would have fallen far short of approaching the reality.

She could tell that her lover was getting close. The blowjob had taken its toll on his stamina, after all, and now he was breathing fast and shallow, pushing into her with an animalistic strength that came only from emotional abandon. But the crazy thing was, so was she. She never came before her partners, absolutely never, but everything he’d been doing was just so perfect, just so fucking glorious that she found herself climbing towards climax anyway. He could get her there, she knew he could, and she was almost beside herself with impatience as she waited for it to happen.

He thrusted, and she pushed back against him, and they were both gasping, crying out, filling the air with obscenities and with the slap slap slap of his hips against her ass, and her pleasure was truly building now, building to a point of no return, and she was grabbing his hand now, the hand that was on her clit, pushing it to rub her more aggressively, to give her even more, and then…then she could hear him grunting, gasping, and his cock twitched as he came at last, filling the condom with his seed.

That was too much for Lena. She’d made Charlie cum, she really had, and the thought unleashed her own pleasure. At first, she wasn’t quite sure what was happening, because it had felt so good before that the orgasm wasn’t immediately different, but then it hit her: a solid wall of pleasure, a tsunami wave of overwhelming bliss overtaking her body, spreading outward from her pussy and echoing through every corner of her being. Her legs shook, threatened to buckle, and she heard herself screaming, but for a split second she wasn’t there at all, was floating in some other corner of reality, totally overcome.

And then, inevitably, she began to come down. Charlie was already pulling out of her as she returned to herself, and the feeling of having her pussy empty again did a lot to bring her back to earth. It felt more than a little disappointing to return to ordinary reality after what she’d just experienced. “F-fuck,” she found herself saying. “That was, like, awesome.”

“Yeah,” said Charlie, a dreamy look on his face as he pulled off the condom. “It really was.”

“Are you, like, mad?” asked Lena. “That you had to come all the way to Kazakhstan to get something you could have gotten back home in LA?”

“How could I be mad right now?” asked Charlie. “But, I mean, yeah. Hey, at least it happened.” He paused. “You know, actually, I am mad about something right now.”

“What?” asked Lena.

“We missed golden hour,” said Charlie. Indeed, the landscape was darkening now, and blue light was creeping over everything.

“Well,” said Lena, “like…I think that hour was pretty golden, don’t you?”
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